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THE GOD OF THE BEES 

CHAPTER I 

The Enthomes were prominent in 
Cranberry Cove for generations. In the 
days when the town was important among 
the ports of Maine, and its 'East Indian 
trade was a commercial factor on the 
coast, they were influential in its life. 
Successful merchants, they owned many a 
fair ship that sailed past Cranberry Light 
bound on distant voyages, and each in his 
younger days was proud to serve as his 
own Captain in the far distant southern 
seas. 

Shortly before the Revolution, a certain 
Stephen Enthome, whose ventures had 
returned good measure, determined to 
build for the aggrandizement of the family 
and his own lasting memorial, a handsome 
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2 THE GOD OF THE BEES 

house. For this purpose he bought a high 
bluflF, somewhat out of town, that, running 
into the sea for a considerable distance, 
formed its own small peninsula. It was 
only accessible in rough weather by its 
one narrow strip of land, that ascended 
steeply from the town. 

It was a lonely place for a house, up 
there in the mists and the winds. But 
there it was reared, of finest brick with 
white marble trimmings, and there it stood, 
strong and stately, gazing out through the 
silent ranks of crowded spruces, straight 
across the beating sea. The flow of the 
waves at the foot of its cliflFs was too far 
below to send any halcyon sound up to its 
chambers, but their cries of rage and dis- 
tress in time of storm could be distinctly 
heard, as they foamed against the tumbled, 
inevitable rocks. The flash of silver from 
the gulls' wide wings cut cold through the 
air, empty of other birds. 
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THE GOD OF THE BEES 3 

Fields were cleared for fanning. At the 
side of the house was a sheltered garden, 
with a stone-rimmed pool that was destined 
for an elegant addition to its amusements, 
by means of Chinese fish and aquatic 
plants. But by some strange perversion, 
some imfortunate taint in the spring of 
water that fed it, all life that was there 
submerged died, poisoned, save a putrid 
growth on its bottom, and what was still 
more melancholy, a defect in the framing 
of its subterranean channel caused an over- 
flow underground of drops, which, falling 
in regular, persistent measure, seemed like 
the echoes of tears. 

The fact that the red brick used in this 
building had been brought from England 
served greatly to enhance its renown. 
The houses in Cranberry Cove were of 
wood, and the admiring townsfolk, im- 
pressed by the greater importance and 
beauty of its structure, named the En- 
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4 THE GOD OF THE BEES 

thome Place * Brick House,' in contra- 
distinction to their own more humble 
dwellings. It was an appellation that climg 
to it always, and seemed but to emphasize 
its rigid, unhome-like character. 

But what conduced most of all to the 
unsociable reputation of Brick House, was 
its inhabitants. The Enthomes were an 
honorable, upright race, but they were 
unbendingly stem and proud. Their ac- 
knowledged ascendancy over most of their 
neighbors, in wealth and intelligence, added 
to their inherent haughtiness a mann^ 
reserved and unconciliating in the extreme. 
Their affluent circumstances had enabled 
them to acquire culture and the polish 
of the great world, by university education 
and foreign travel. They became Min- 
isters, Judges, Sea Captains. But although 
they were always beneficial to the best 
interests of Cranberry Cove, they were 
never really popular. 
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THE GOD OF THE BEES 5 

During the Revolution, the Enthomes, 
in common with all the surrounding country, 
were British sympathizers. But at its 
close their inbred stubbornness prevented 
their becoming reconciled to the newly 
established Republic, save in the barest 
outward semblance necessary for peace. 
There was imdoubtedly mingled with their 
obstinacy, the motive of a loyalty so 
stanch that it never recognizes defeat. 
Consequently, whep during the war of 
1812 Cranberry Cove was again in British 
hands, it was said that the Enthomes 
received mysterious communications from 
the old world, rewarding somewhat intan- 
gibly their long allegiance. However that 
may have been, it was certainly true that 
being on the side of the Court and aris- 
tocracy added to their f eehng of superiority 
to their neighbors. This did not conduce 
to familiarity, or intimate intercourse. 

As time went on their fortunes began 
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6 THE GOD OF THE BEES 

to diminish. The East Indian trade grad- 
ually declined from that coast, and Cran- 
berry Cove was left stranded in a back 
eddy of the current of circumstances. 
But however much their worldly goods 
lessened, the Enthomes never sank as low 
as their friends and neighbors. The town 
at the foot of their promontory became at 
last a mere fishing village, its inhabitants 
bank fishermen and farmers in the smallest 
way. But the Enthomes were always 
gentlefolk. 

Little by little, however, their prosperity 
vanished. The bitter sense of being less 
sought after to fill high places; the drear 
drifting away from communication with 
a larger world; added to the moroseness 
always ready to seize on their spirits. 

The distinguished old house suffered 
by the dilapidations of the family fortunes. 
The outside was so heavily built that it 
showed small mark of neglect, merely 
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THE GOD OF THE BEES 7 

gathering unto itself in places a yellowish 
moss which acted rather as a softener 
than a marrer. But the delicate finish 
of the great square rooms, the carved white 
woodwork, the damask covered furniture, 
the wall papers with their conventional 
landscapes, all bore irrefutable signs of 
mold and moth and decay. 

Under Brick House bluflf there was a 
cave. Across the front of it heaped and 
scarred rpcks surged up to make a screen. 
In pools, fed each tide at high water, were 
marvelous sea things that reveled and 
swirled, or lurked craftily beneath the 
swinging seaweeds. Behind the rocks was 
a small place of dry sand, warmed from 
a slit in the sunny bank far above. Down 
this open shaft sank many a sloping sun- 
beam to caress the dust imtil it bore 
sparkles. Wonderful colors, pinks and saf- 
frons and greenish browns, stretched in 
shimmering splashes across the sides of 
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8 THE GOD OF THE BEES 

the cave, and ever, save in stillest weather, 
there was the sound of the showery spray, 
hissing, splashing against the outer rocks, 
and sliding in starry foam back into the 
swarming sea. The path to the cave 
down over the cliflf was dangerously steep 
and slippery, while it was only an adven- 
turous rower who sought to bring his 
boat to its mouth. Now, any one lying 
prone upon the bank above could see down 
through the slit into the cave, and whoso- 
ever might shelter there. 
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CHAPTER n 

Fifty years ago, two brothers lived at 
Brick House. 

The infancy of the younger had been 
shadowed by a sadness of peculiar horror, 
for his father had been drowned the day 
before his birth. Mr. Enthome's pleasure 
boat had capsized in a spring gale within 
sight of his home, and his dying struggles 
had been watched by his wife from the 
cliffs of Brick House. 

For a long tim^ her life ai]^d reason were 

despaired of, and when she at last crept 

forth again into the sun-lit world, her 

mind was bent under the weight of anguish 

into a gentle weakness. She had been 

a woman of literary tastes, and in her 

unbalanced state she still retained fitful 

fancies towards her former pleasiu*es. She 

named her baby Basil, from some whimsical 
9 
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10 THE GOD OF THE BEES 

memory of Keats, as if the lovely child 
had sprimg from the ashes of her lost love 
and happiness. 

He was her constant companion, and as 
he grew older, the two spent long hours 
in the hot sun of the garden, treasuring 
bright petals, or weaving garlands of green 
and juicy leaves. They strayed slowly 
over the thick floor of the woods, where 
imculled mosses had melted for coimtless 
seasons above the graves of fallen trees. 

She would lead the boy up to the ball- 
room at the top of the house, and recount 
wondering tales of the scenes it had known, 
when measured minuets, or gay reels, were 
danced on its polished floor. The harp- 
sichord, she would tell him, had been brought 
from London in a sailing vessel to welcome 
his great-grandmother as a bride, and touch- 
ing the yellowing keys she would sing, in 
a sweet, faint voice, old airs of love and 
death and beauty. 
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THE GOD OF THE BEES 11 

Or sitting in a broad window seat, she 
would strive to read him the noble poems 
that had once been her delight, while 
Basil leant dreamily against the faded 
curtiains, gazing out at a summer's dusk, 
or the blaze of a winter's moon across the 
waves. 

It might have been doubted if her dark- 
ened intellect could be good for his awaken^ 
ing one, but truth to say he received nothing 
but good from her influence. A desire for 
the companionship of Nature in her soli- 
tudes; a habit of "long, long thoughts" 
of unremittent quietude; and a love for 
and understanding of harmony ; these were 
the mother's imconscious teachings to her 
son. 

She died while Basil was still a lad, and 
henceforth he and his brother, fifteen years 
his senior, were the only occupants of 
Brick House. 

Stephen Enthome, named for the builder 
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12 THE GOD OF THE BEES 

of their home, had so early assumed the 
care of the family that responsibility had 
made him grave and taciturn. 

He had inherited in large measure the 
unfortunate moroseness of his ancestors, 
while he had also the sense of imcompro- 
mising uprightness for which they had been 
remarked. Stephen's very virtues had 
oftenest the appearance of most uningrati- 
ating failings. His extreme perception of 
justice made him seem imcharitable ; his 
cold chastity, heartless ; his practical com- 
mon sense to lack imaginative mentality. 
It would have seemed to him culpable 
weakness to compromise a judgment, or 
soften a righteous dondenmation, and the 
admitting of equal rights to opposing ideas, 
impossible vacillation. The intention of 
right doing was his strongest feeling, but 
he was guided by principles of his own 
creating, and little influenced by the wishes 
or beliefs of others. He strove to do what 
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was honest and clean, and if the judg- 
ment of those around him difiFered from 
him, it no whit altered the destination 
of his acts; he proceeded with unflinching 
obstinacy. 

With such a temperament Basil and his 
mother could have little in common. In- 
deed they had both stood greatly in awe 
of Stephen. Hence when the brothers were 
left tbgether, Basil still pm^sued his own 
life on the sea and rocks without seeking 
his brother's society. 

1 This was a great grief to Stephen. The 
absence of family ties, and the lack of the 
usual feminine love that satisfies the lives 
of men, had helped to cause the concen- 
tration of all his afiFections on the beautiful 
lad. Basil was his idol. Yet he could 
by no means show his feelings. His was 
the miserable tragedy of New England; 
the lack of expression. However he might 
love Basil and long for his love in return. 
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14 THE GOD OF THE BEES 

a sordid irony of Fate made his maimer so 
forbidding that no one imagined the soft 
heart beneath. 

As Basil grew to adolescence, his feeling 
for Nature became so augmented as to 
absorb him completely. It was so ardent 
as to preclude all desire for other compan- 
ionship and to occupy him wholly. This 
gave him an air of vague aloofness, which 
did not fail to arouse the wonder and scorn 
of his neighbors. It seemed so incom- 
prehensible to them that any one should 
wish to spend long days in the woods doing 
nothing, or on the water sometimes even 
forgetting to fish, that they considered 
Basil's doings with amazement. Lazy and 
shiftless, was the consen3U3 of opinion 
regarding him. Also his light-hearted joy- 
ousness, his propensity to laugh at the 
merest trifles, was little understood by the 
stolid fishermen of the coast. 

But Basil, in spite of his dreamy ways. 
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THE GOD OF THE BEES 15 

was unusually strong and tall. Delighting 
in vigorous out-of-door exercise, he was 
active and venturesome. Beauty of feature 
and form had always been an Erithorne 
asset to a somewhat remarkable degree, 
together with a most pronoimced aristo- 
cratic bearing. In their youth they were 
as beautiful as the gods, and if the gods 
were gentlemen, which might be assumed, 
although they rarely comported them- 
selves as such, then the analogy did not 
end here. For in bare legs and wet oil- 
skins Basil might have graced a throne on 
Olympus. 

With this untranslatable look of caste, 
he had too the bright shell-like bloom on 
clearest skin, the soft hair with the irrespon- 
sible twist in it, the generous width of 
shoulders combined with slendemess of hip, 
which were all Enthome characteristics. 
His too were the strange Enthome eyes, 
hazel in some lights, green in others, with 
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16 THE GOD OF THE BEES 

distinct blue markings in the white, and 
very long dark lashes. v 

All the hard work of the house and garden 
was done by Stephen. Their means were 
not so limited as to prevent their having 
servants, had they wished, but it was the 
way of the community to live with strait 
economy. 

Indeed there would have been enough 
money, by a little scraping and hoarding, 
to send one of the boys to college, and 
Stephen had tried to make Basil avail 
himself of the privilege, always traditional 
in their family. Basil however, stoutly 
refused. He was fond of reading in a 
desultory, irregular way. He spent many 
happy hours with the old, leather-covered 
books from their well-stocked library, flung 
in sprawling ^comfort in a crevice of 
the rocks, or lying on the broad hearth 
in winter, with the roaring fire lighting 
his page, and Stephen watching him with 
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THE GOD OF THE BEES 17 

stealthy kindness as he went about the 
household tasks. But from anything 
like a regular course of study, Basil 
rebelled. 

Stephen's regret at his decision was all 
the keener because he was therefore pre- 
cluded from making more sacrifices for 
his younger brother. For an estimate of 
Stephen Enthome would be unfair without 
the consideration of his marvelous capability 
for self-sacrifice. Here again his inflexibility 
showed, for he would sacrifice in his own 
way, and in his own way only. His was 
that curious New England character which 
would regard as the merest matter of coiu^se 
the dying for a principle or a friend, or 
what was still more heroic, though imcon- 
sdously so, the living for them, years of 
distasteful, heart-killing monotony; but 
which was temperamentally incapable of 
showing tenderness or loving adaptability. 
A certain strange embarrassment at all 
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18 THE GOD OF THE BEES 

emotion causes men of his type to laugh 
at what moves them most, so that they 
treat with smiling scorn the natural up- 
bubbling of a friend's heart in joy or 
sorrow; or scorch with awful sentence of 
affectation the instinctive revelation of a 
soul. 

The morose attributes of the elder 
brother, and the careless self-suflSciency of 
the yoimger, increased every year the lone- 
liness in which they lived, until at last their 
seclusion amounted to an almost total lack 
of neighborly intercourse. 

Basil was thus thrown more and more 
upon the great resource of his love for 
Nature. 

It was as if he knew her better and was 
closer to her, than others, and was therefore 
privileged to love her more. She had im- 
sealed to him of her sacred mysteries, inti- 
mate, tender, terrible, and which brought 
their own obUgation to fealty. 
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THE GOD OF THE BEES 19 

From his earliest days one of these 
strange sympathies was his discernment of 
color, and that not only in material objects, 
but in some impalpably surromiding at- 
mosphere. He could not explain or identify 
this feeling, but it was not the less real. 
He would be on the rocks in a fog, and 
without warning, lavender would be every- 
where; lavender deluging each cranny and 
rift with its soothing tint; soaking into the 
overhanging bank; penetrating the softly 
heaving waves; undulating through the 
floating mist. Again on the ox-sled on a 
winter noon, drawing home wood, he would 
be overwhelmingly conscious of deep blue; 
blue lying in every shadow across the 
drifted snow; hovering on the low spruce 
branches; following each motion of the 
romping dogs; dropping from the wings of a 
high passing crow; burning down from the 
burning sky to wrap him close. Or various 
colors, greens and purples and silvers, 
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20 THE GOD OF THE BEES 

would flash and die and hurry, one in the 
wane of the other's flaring, until the sharp 
angles of diverse pigments would crowd 
into the smoothness of luscious light, and 
a beating mist of splendor, the very ether 
of delight, would siuround him, on whose 
potent beauty he floated secure. 

He heard a lower purr in the breeze 
stroked leaves, a higher shrilling in the 
dashing spray than other ears were attuned 
for. The separate thuds of falling drops 
from broken eaves-troughs after rain, for 
him were connected by a continuous, sil- 
verish-white sound. 

In watching the gulls that swimg above 
the harbor he could always trace ]^in the 
air the marks of their flight, in clear, 
molten streaks, that crossed and wavered 
and tangled, till the wantonness of their 
weaving reached monotony. Things, not 
conducive of perfume to ordinary nostrils, 
to him bore exquisite odors: the shadows 
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between the petals of a rose; the stam 
of a lily's pollen. 

Also certain things to him had actual 
material, and bulky personality, such as 
the smell of nicotiana opening its dew-wet 
petals in the starry garden; the taste of 
lusciously sweet preserves; the fragrance 
of unseen wild grape. 

Another of his perceptions, always vivid, 
was of the crucial moments in events, that 
vanishing second which in its evanescence 
flees in ordinary with averted face, but 
stayed to timi on him the exquisite smile 
of revelation. The very point of time 
when the flood tide became the ebb, and 
its triumphant paeon of achieved striving 
became in a breathless catch its stately 
recessional, was his. The fleeting sunbeam 
length when the rose opened its yellow 
heart and lay bare in its virgin beauty, 
was his. His too an instant on calm 
summer evenings when at dusk all things 
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22 THE GOD OF THE BEES 

grew more distinct, more clear, and it was 
as if the day were striving to give at parting 
an image of peace so vivid that it shall 
impress itself through all the darkness 
of the coming night; when distant objects 
seemed near enough to touch by stretching 
out the hand and near ones to oppressively 
thrust their individuality close and fairly 
press upon him, so startlingly defined was 
the scene. 

The sea was very dear and affected him, 
influenced him, greatly. 

The stars were his friends, his lovers. 
He was happy for hours in lonely contem- 
plation of their myriad glories, watching as 
an endless charming surprise their march and 
change across the purple waves of chaos. 
He knew a few of the recognized constel- 
lations, but made for himself other and more 
complicated pictures, drawing interwoven 
chains of brilliants into ever blossoming 
delights. Their per'sonality interpreted it- 
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self to him in some strange way as sound, 
and each separate gleam of light had for 
him its note, many of which were far 
outside any scale known to man. As for 
their colors, he saw so many, that when 
he tried to name them to himself, he became 
confused, or rather, happily immersed in 
floating kaleidoscopes. Each shade of gold 
or greenish blue, as it flickered and beat, 
then sank, only to be replaced by another 
as beautiful, creamy rose or scarlet, throbbed 
in exquisite joy to the heart of the lad. 
More precious than the stars were the 
dark spaces between them. Hurling him- 
self abandoned into them, he felt nothing 
between himself and Nature ; nothing there 
could stop his breathless flight to her 
heart; nothing mar the ultimate oneness 
of their union. 
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One brilliant morning in midsummer, 
when Basil was about eighteen, he moored 
his catboat below the cliffs of Brick House 
and rowed in to the mouth of the secluded 
cave. He navigated his little craft with 
the eye and hand of a skillful sailor, whose 
nerves were steady and whose heart owed 
allegiance to the sea, as a manifestation 
of his dearly loved mistress. Few were 
those who ever sought that rough mooring 
save himself, aind even he never left his 
boat there for any length of time, the 
stretch of open sea beyond being far too 
precarious. Their regular mooring was half 
a mile up the harbor. 

To Basil it was a place the ideality of 
which was perfect, and it was equaled by 
an hundred others on land and sea as fair 

24 
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THE GOD OF THE BEES 25 

to the boy, to whom each and every betray- 
ment of Nature was the best. 

He sprang out now among the rocks, 
slipping and laughing joyously, a soft 
dreaminess about him that did but make 
his manliness a more rugged thing. The 
upheaped, crowded rocks were covered 
close with barnacles, and between them 
outspread seaweed stained the water umber 
and dun. The smooth slow-lifting waves 
seethed up to Basil's waist ; swashed futilely ; 
then sank in a strangled swirl. 

As he swung himself up the precipitous 
path, there flowed from his smiling lips 
a low, crooning hum of no very definite 
tune, but of exquisite harmony and sweet- 
ness. It was a constant habit of his, this 
of soft, monotonous singing of disconnected, 
inconsequent thoughts, or sometimes of 
mere lilting sounds with no words at all. 
But few men would have cared, or indeed 
been able, to waste breath in singing during 
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26 THE GOD OF THE BEES 

that quick ascent, of which Basil's great 
suppleness and strength of body made 
little account. 

Reaching the top, Brick House stood 
before him. How he loved every fiber 
in its old body; every empty room in its 
lonely heart. It seemed always, in his 
fancy, to wait watching for him; its 
long hoping for sails that came no more 
concentrated all on his. To the sturdy 
vegetables of the garden Basil's tending 
had added an encroaching patch of flowers 
that flourished with the vivid, short bloom 
of a Northern summer. As he passed 
through it, he was greeted tumultuously 
by Sport, a beautiful hound, and more 
sedately by a scraggy cat whom he had 
rescued from the horrors of the village 
wharfs. 

Entering the wide, low-ceilinged kitchen 
he foimd Stephen mending nets by the 
old mahogany table. No other greeting 
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passed between the brothers than a grunt 
from Stephen, as Basil threw down a 
generous basket of fish, although it was 
their first meeting that morning. Basil 
poured out a cup of coflFee from the pot 
on the back of the stove, and sat down with 
his hand on Sport's head, while the dog 
pushed in slobbering content against his 
leg. The lad was always slightly uncom- 
fortable in Stephen's presence, with an 
expectation of disapproval. This vague 
feeling of embarrassment awakened an 
antagonism which was neither fear nor 
defiance, and yet partook of both. Mis- 
understanding each other on every side, 
it was impossible that the brothers should 
be in accord. 

But Basil's thoughts were always able, 
happily, to turn towards the wild. Pres- 
ently he said: — 

"I set a lobster pot out beyond Shag 
Island this morning." 
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"How foolish to take the trouble to 
have one 'way out there," said Stephen, 
"when we get more lobsters than we can 
eat right out of the harbor/' 

Stephen was far from feeling the censure 
his words and tone implied, but as to some 
people the readiest form of showing inter- 
est is by asking impertinent questions, so 
others consider the best way to be intimate 
is to criticize. 

Basil flushed sensitively. 

"I don't mind the trouble," he said, 
"I like it out there, it is so lonely." 

Stephen interpreted this quite imthinking 
speech as implying Basil's desire to be rid 
of him. 

"I know you prefer your own company," 
he retorted hastily. 

Basil did not answer, and soon left the 
room. 

Poor Stephen ! His heart had bounded 
with as rapturous a spring as Sport's own 
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at the sound of Basil's voice, but he had 
been constitutionally unable to show it. 
His repellent manner served but as a false 
interpreter of his wistful, halting tenderness. 
The stultifying and crushing down of his 
affections within the channel of reserve 
but made the choking current the deeper. 
He was absorbed with the years' old puzzle, 
how he had managed to again alienate the 
one he would most fain propitiate; how 
his yearning devotion had another time 
fallen futile. He was as far from accrediting 
the cause of their constant estrangement 
to fault of Basil as he was from under- 
standing wherein lay his own part. It was 
the way of things, he decided, as he had 
a thousand times before. He was none 
the less unhappy because it seemed thus 
irrevocably decreed. 

Basil was conscious of no unhappiness. 
His thoughts, always at bottom contented, 
soon led him away from the outier annoyance 
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of being rebuffed by his brother's gruffness. 
No one ever understpod him, or in the 
least entered into his truest existence, and 
the being cast back into himself was too 
in the natural course of events to need even 
a readjustment of ideas. He merely slipped 
away into the realm of beauty which was 
his heritage, while a veil seemed to close 
him in, a veil deadening for him all sound 
of discord, all sight of marring. This 
mist, which indeed often hid his real 
gladness from the world under a vague, 
whimsical manner, yet served him only 
kindly. Behind its shelter he dwelt in 
perfect concord with himself, with all 
wild life, with the ultimate glory of 
Nature, and there his bliss was satis- 
fying. Others might deem him strange 
and irresponsible; he knew it was well 
with his soul. 

Sauntering towards the bam Basil began 
to scatter grain to his pigeons. The gay. 
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shy creatures came down about his feet 
with a flap and flutter of wings that drove 
a cool breeze in his face. They quarreled 
and hesitated and gobbled, while their 
incessant, penetrating coos mingled with 
Basil's soft, throaty calls. As he stood 
thus surroimded, there came a cheery hail 
from the front gate, and the Young Doctor 
drove into the yard. 

The brothers went to meet him. Stephen 
had the air of wondering in general what 
could bring any one to Brick House, and 
of extreme dislike to this particular visitor, 
which was his habitual manner of welcome. 
Basil was inconsequently pleased, but be- 
came at once far too absorbed with the 
Doctor's fat, white horse to pay any 
attention to its master. 

Nothing daunted, however, the Doctor 
gossiped genially, until Stephen's glum 
monosyllables threatened to relapse into 
stony silence, and Basil wandered oflF to 
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gather thistledown. Then he laughed good 
hnmoredly and took his departure. 

As the Doctor drove down the steep, 
sharply winding hill to the village, he over- 
took the Minister and gave him a lift. 

The Reverend Mr. Elwin was a very 
young man who strove to hide his constant 
state of embarrassment under a jocund 
manner ; moreover he had large, pink ears. 
Basil had once defended him from the 
charge of looking like a rabbit, by the 
vehement assertion that it was not fair 
to the rabbit; but this fortunately Mr. 
Elwin did not know. 

"I hope no one is ill at Brick House," 
said Mr. Elwin, as he established himself 
gratefully in the comer of the Doctor's 
roomy buggy. 

"Oh, no ! it was purely a friendly call. 
I look in on them now and then. I suppose 
you do, too?" 

"Well, I must confess I don't," returned 
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Mr. Elwin, uncomfortably. "I tried to 
see something of them when I first came to 
the parish, but they made it quite plain 
that they did not care for my visits. They 
are both so very peculiar." 

"They are," acknowledged the Doctor. 

"Why, the last time I went there, it 
was just before Thanksgiving, and I told 
them all about the sociable the ladies were 
getting up, but the elder one did not speak 
at all, only sat looking at the floor; then 
the boy came rushing in with some strange 
story of how he had been dancing and 
singing with the northern lights out on the 
rocks. He wanted me to come out with 
him, and I declare I was almost frightened, 
he was so queer and incoherent. I could 
hardly get away. He is really quite mad." 

The Young Doctor laughed and then he 
sighed and then he mused, until they 
reached the parsonage gate. 

A country doctor stands to his people 
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in the closest, tenderest relationship. Their 
comforter in troubles of mind as well as 
of body, he also rejoices with them in all 
their small occasions for happiness. 

John Brooks had most affiliating bonds 
with the people of Cranberry Cove, for 
he had grown up among them. He and 
his orphan sister had lived in the shelter of 
his uncle's home, himself for many years 
the doctor of the countryside. It had been 
John's dream to work his way, with help 
from home, through a New England college 
and the medical school, and then to practice 
in one of the larger cities of the West. 
He had felt within himself capabilities 
of acquiring fame and incidentally wealth. 
But as his uncle and benefactor aged, 
he grew too dependent upon the boy to 
spare him. Dr. Brooks' feebleness, al- 
though he had had more years of usefulness 
than most men, was the natural consequence 
of his unsparing zeal in working for others. 
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and he looked now to John to aid him and 
them. Thus John's going to college was 
put oflf from year tp year. Meanwhile 
he helped his uncle, driving him up and 
down the sharp, short hills of the coast, 
to bring the lightening of shadows to those 
who wearied in pain and misery. As time 
progressed he sometimes went in the stead 
of the old man^ thus serving an unusual, 
but very practical, apprenticeship to his 
profession. His best teacher was the expe- 
rience, by actual hearing and seeing, of the 
manifold ways in which a good man can 
be a help in the worid. 

Then the hour came when the old doctor 
lay on his last bed anld called John to him. 
It seemed to both as if the future lay 
spread for their eyes to read, like a story 
with two endings: which would John 
finish? He could not leave his aunt, who 
had been like a mother to his callowness, 
and his delicate sister alone; equally he 
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could not take them with him out into the 
world where they would be a nullifying 
handicap. K he accepted the burden of 
their lives, it must be with all the power 
that in him lay; no wife or child could 
ever share his portion, it must be all theirs ; 
all the scant livelihood that he could gain 
in that thin neighborhood. Thus only 
one future was compatible with the spirit 
of self-sacrifice, which was the old doctor's 
only legacy to his nephew. 

"Take care of the women, Johnnie,'^ 
said the old doctor's failing voice. 

The younger man had answered simply: 
**I wiU, sir.'' 

So it came to pass that Dr. Brooks' 
old buggy still jogged through wind and 
fog and sun with the Young Doctor, title 
of admiring fondness, carrying comfort 
wherever it went ; and Dr. Brooks' square, 
white house at the turn of the village street 
still beamed a welcoming assurance to 
heartsick seekers. 
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The next day was one of those summer 
mornings on the Maine coast when the 
air is almost icy by the edge of the sea, 
yet, back in the sheltered garden, softly 
warm. Basil was working happily among 
his flowers. 

As noon came to a breathless sununit, 
a sound made him suddenly lift his head. 
Glancing uncertainly through the floating 
heat and fragrance, he saw a woman stand- 
ing near him. 

She must have entered by the gate from 
the village road, but if she had been wafted 
from the depths of the unsounded sea, 
she could not have been more irrelevant. 
By Basil's unaccustomed eyes it was quite 
impossible to discern wherein, in what 
fashion of dress or hair, what trick of maimer 
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or expression, lay the diflferenee between 
her and the eoimtry maids, his neighbors; 
but he was none the less acutely conscious 
of it. She stood thigh deep in clustering 
flowers; alluring, yielding; every line of 
her graceful figure showing in her pose as 
she leaned slightly backward, one hip 
thrown forward, and her arms hanging 
still by her sides. Between her teeth, 
resting against the clear-cut archer's bow 
of her upper lip, she held a full blown rose 
with many pale brick thorns; and her 
green eyes, strangely familiar to him, 
smiled and stung. She was watching him 
as if his next move would be deeply impor- 
tant to her, and a curious mixture of 
admiration and disdain, impertinence and 
shyness, showed in her look. 

Basil felt his heart and head swim. 
He went towards her, without in the least 
knowing that he was doing so, and tried 
to speak. Glibly she was before him. 
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Letting the rose, wet from her mouth, 
fall at his feet, she said in a soft, throbbing 
voice, with a queer little foreign intonation : 

"I am your cousin Vivian." 

Her words did not seem to Basil to need 
any explanation. Besides the fact of her 
being, her existence there at his hand, 
nothing else could be strange, and he would 
have received as calmly anything she had 
chosen to tell him. He felt that he should 
never be surprised again. 

"I am Basil," he told her simply. 

As he stood gravely looking at her she 
laughed suddenly, overcome perhaps at 
his bashfulness or his beauty or his impres- 
sionableness, or all three. It was a deli- 
cious, bubbling laugh, like a trill shaken 
from a hidden bird, and the sound brought 
a beautiful gleam of joy to Basil's eyes. 
He moved nearer her. 

He was a tall man, but she almost 
matched his height, her dark, evenly waving 
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hair on a level with his eyes. Her" glorious 
air of vitality and exuberance [equaled 
his own; she was his fit mate. Over- 
flowing with the gladness of living; throb- 
bing to youth's call ; they stood among the 
iridescent flowers, under the sun-lit sky, 
and it was to Basil as if they had stood 
thus since the great, glad world was created ; 
created for him and for her. 

Presently the girl, with a smiling shrug, 
sprang back into a clump of blossoms. 
Thrusting her arms through and about 
their bubbling swathes, she drew them 
to her breast and pouted coquettishly over 
them at Basil. Not recognizing his cue, 
he did not follow her, and in a monjent she 
shook out her skirts daintily and came 
stepping back towards him with sweet 
dignity. 

**I must see Mr. Enthome. You are 
not he?'' she said. 

Basil awoke to his responsibility of wel- 
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come. Also to his desire to show this, 
his adorable new possession, to some one. 

"Come,'' he said. "We will find 
Stephen/' 

They entered the kitchen, coolly shaded 
by vines from the glare ; the few high lights 
concentrated on copper kettles and warm- 
ing pan; the tall old clock placidly chuc- 
kling over the slowness of time ; and all the 
homely, peaceful household things, scanty 
and shabby though they were, seeming to 
exhale a wholesome, brooding quietude. 
Stephen was standing by the further win- 
dow; his quiet, sturdy figure in harmony 
with the prosaic setting; into the fore- 
ground came Basil and Vivian. 

As the three remained thus in utter 
silence, gazing fixedly at one another, over 
them lowered a crisis, described with horror 
by Stephen, and felt even by the others, 
who realized dimly that a never to be 
forgotten moment paused in its passing 
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to bring forth a change. At the first 
word spoken, a shifting of what had been 
hitherto would take place, so complete as 
to be almost vital. Henceforth forever, 
they must wear their rue with a diflference, 
Stephen was as unused to women and 
their ways as Basil, but because of certain 
voyages which he had made in his early 
youth, he was not quite so ignorant of the 
world and its happenings. Moreover he 
had a far greater instinctive recognition 
of the seamy side of things. He had seen 
beautiful mouths like Vivian's before, whose 
intangible impression was that of an exqui- 
site stream in flowery meadows; its edges 
slightly used by those who had drunk 
there before. This girl with her flushed 
cheeks; her bosom panting with forbid- 
dingly unknown emotions; her air of bril- 
liancy and languor; this girl and Basil. 
Who was she; where had she found him; 
whence came she to be their hindrance and 
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curse ; and oh ! from the bottom of his 
lonely heart, would the lad ever look at 
him as he was looking at this stranger? 

But before these questions, elemental 
in their chaotic intensity, could form them- 
selves gaspingly, Vivian spoke: 

"Had not your father an uncle who 
ran away to sea, oh ! it is long years ago ? 
Yes ? Then I am your cousin. See, here 
are papers, letters and a miniature to 
prove it; believe me, I speak the truth/^ 

In the midst of his amazement and 
horror it occurred to Stephen no more than 
it had to Basil to doubt her, for was not 
the girl looking at him out of the Enthome 
eyes and speaking with Basil's very manner? 
Family likeness in its extremest limit was 
here, her best credential. Still, Stephen 
was a cautious New Englander, and had 
no intention of committing himself yet 
to this rapid acquirement of relatives ; but 
he was also a gentleman, and at this sudden 
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pressure upon his hospitality, met it gal- 
lantly. 

Coming forward, he bowed to the girl, 
with courtly, old-time breeding. 

"I thank you for letting me pee them,'* 
he said gravely. "Meanwhile, welcome 
to Brick House, Madam," but he did not 
touch her hand. Motioning her to a high- 
backed settee he nervously began his exami- 
nation of the packet she had handed him. 

Letters, gome of faded, colorless ink 
on yellow paper; others of more recent 
writing; a carelessly done miniature of a 
girl in curious foreign costume, with exqui- 
site, soulless, seductive face that bore 
strong resemblance to Vivian; lastly a 
daguerreotype of his grandfather, the exact 
replica of one in his own possession. Here 
was study for hours, but a few moments 
sufficed to convincingly remove the faint 
doubts to which Stephen had clung with 
vehement despair. The girFs words were 
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true; she was their second cousin. Stephen 
had a sensation of futility as )ie turned to 
the others; Basil absorbedly listening to 
the girl's musical voice. 

Vivian sprang up eagerly. 

" You see, it is true." She nodded at him. 

"Yes, it is true,*' said Stephen confusedly. 
"I am glad . . ." 

The lie was strangled in its birth. 

"Won't you sit down?'' 

For truly he knew not what he said. 

"I have come this long way to see my 
people," continued Vivian, volubly. "My 
dear father is dead; oh, so ^adly dead, 
and I am left all alone in the world, in 
Paris; and I said, 'Then I will go to my 
true home, for I know I shall find generous 
hearts awaiting me there;' and you will 
let me stay ? You will not send me away ? " 

She ended with a perfect little gesture of 
appeal. Although she had spoken to, and 
looked at, Stephen, she had drawn a little 
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towards Basil, as if seeking timidly tis 
protection ; and the boy's chivalrous nature, 
moved to its depth of tenderness, received 
the added motive of affection, the need 
of care giving. 

**0f course you will stay with us, 
always," he cried, his eyes blazing with 
joy and excitement, and Stephen echoed 
dully, "Yes, you will stay," 

Thus was Vivian Enthome domiciled 
in the home pf her ancestors. 

To say that her coming created a whirl- 
wind of gossip in Cranbeny Cove would 
hardly be to give an adequate idea of the 
case. She had inquired her way at the 
Inn, upon her arrival by the daily stage, 
and by hook or by crook practically every 
ablebodied person in the village had con- 
trived to catch a glimpse of her as she passed 
up its main street. A creature so different 
from all their traditions, whose appearance 
had an equal effect of strangeness, whether 
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on the men, whom she entranced, or the 
women, whom she shocked, would have 
been enough to set every mouth in the 
country agape with bristling exclamations. 
But when was added the fact that it was 
to Brick House that she was bound, of all 
the unsociably unlikely places, the astonish- 
ment reached an acme almost painful. 
Also that this alien with " foreigner*' writ- 
ten all over her should resemble in some 
uncanny way the Enthomes to such a 
degree that she seemed more like them than 
their very selves was a phenomenon to 
cause sense doubting indeed. 

Stephen mindful, uncomfortably, of the 
proprieties, within two hours of Vivian's 
arrival sent to engage a certain Mrs. 
CliflFord, a worthy widow, middle-aged, 
of a respectability wearisome to behold, 
to come and take an ambiguous place, 
something between a chaperon and lady's 
maid, in his suddenly enlarged household. 
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Mrs, Cliflford was anxious to support 
herself, and Cranbeny Cove not affording 
much choice of occupation, she accepted 
a situation which was surely fraught with 
uncertainties. Very possibly it was a pleas- 
ure for her to anticipate the augmented 
respect with which her neighbors and 
gossips would treat her when she was in 
a position to retail the doings at prick 
House, and she imdoubtedly had her own 
curiosity to gratify. 

Vivian was the granddaughter of a sailor 
Enthome who had early cut himself adrift 
from home. His son Robert had wandered 
to Paris, there to pursue an evasive talent 
for portrait painting, which was as good an 
excuse as another for dirt and debts and 
general Bohemianism. One of his mis- 
tresses had been a Greek dancing girl, 
as lovely, ignorant, passionate a devil as 
ever a poor fellow was befogged withal; 
moreover she was by profession what is 
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never mentioned in polite society. Their 
daughter was Vivian. 

The ineradicable inheritance of decent 
traditions caused Robert Enthome to send 
Vivian to school in England. 

Prom the point of view of her teachers, 
Vivian was a docile, adaptable little thing, 
easily governed, easily led. That she 
was perplexedly plausible from her earliest 
years in excuses for neglected tasks ap- 
peared only as a part of her general gentle 
desire to please; and her baffling quietude 
passed as shyness. It seemingly never 
occurred to any one as she sat with studious, 
baby fingers laboring over patchwork or 
copy book that any other thoughts might 
swarm in that curly head than those 
incidcated by proper attention to work. 
The real truth was that the child lived an 
undercurrent to her prosy, priggish out- 
ward life; an undercurrent of stolen 
sweet-meats, forbidden books, elaborately 
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planned small lies, hidden grimaces and 
antics, which would have amazed, quite 
as much as they would have horrified, her 
teachers. The extraordinary part was that 
Vivian was not conscious of wrongdoing. 
Her nature was perverted, not so much 
towards evil, as away from good. She 
was one of those elfish changelings some- 
times whisked upon a burdened world 
who are not immoral, but simply and 
distinctly unmoral. Such a nature is in 
all seeming truly incapacitated from dif- 
ferentiating between good and evil. 

At fifteen, Vivia^ had returned to Paris, 
there to domicile herself in her father's 
studio, where she was most unwelcome. 
She soon had her own friends, her own 
devices and interests, quite apart from 
any demands on h^s help or advice; often 
absenting herself from his apartment for 
weeks at a time. That any responsibility 
rested on him to ascertain and direct the 
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oceupations and associates of his youth- 
ful arid beautiful daughter never entered 
Robert's selfish head. Or if it did, it was 
soon dismissed with the easy, potent excuse 
that Vivian would not brook any inter- 
ference. 

Her true mode of living, its tumultuous, 
brilliant sordidness, its fascinating, elusive 
mockery, its crudity, its glamour, its 
risks, was followed with aU the abandon- 
ment which her childish nature had foretold. 
She was perfectly happy, because she had 
as guards in shade and sun, callousness 
to any feeling, and an appreciation of 
beauty. She superadded to her father's 
willful refusal to seek the good an appar- 
ently inherent lack of power to per- 
ceive it. 

' Vivian having rung the changes on 
various forms of excitement, in her twen- 
tieth year foregathered with one of 
those socialistic cliques with which Paris 
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abounded then as always. Her love of 
adventure led her into plotting for all sorts 
of revolutionary doings with a band 
of Utopians, few of whom were honest, 
and none of whom were sane. Robert 
really did try to interfere then and warned 
her of the danger she ran, although he 
knew she would not listen in her wild, 
impetuous infatuation for novelty. [ 

Having said his say, Robert discreetly 
extricated himself from all possible sus- 
picion of complicity, to which end he was 
furthered by the friendly oflSces of a drunken 
cabby, who ran over and killed him on 
the very night of the great anarchist 
meeting for which his daughter had been 
scheming. 

This meeting, historical in the annals 
of futility and bombast, was ruthlessly and 
horribly dissolved by a sudden onslaught of 
the gendarmes. Vivian, escaping in palpi- 
tating company with the scattering rem- 
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nant, sought the shelter of her father's 
room, only to find his crushed corpse. 

Utterly uncontrolled, she crouched in 
abject terror, and had it not been for the 
interposition of the few whom she and the 
dead man could claim as friends, she 
would have made herself a mark for appre- 
hension within the hour. As it was, she 
had reached the end of her life in Paris, 
at least for the present ; she could not face 
the idea of never returning. Submitting 
in the hurry and distraction of the succes- 
sive shocks to whatever arrangements were 
suggested, she left the burial of her father 
to others, and fled the city and the coimtry 
in a panic of selfish fears. 

Why she thought of her father's Ameri- 
can relations in that tragic hour seemed 
to be only a sequence to the natural tinning 
to the United States as a harbor for refugees. 

The voyage was of infinite benefit to 
Vivian's spirits. Given the facts that she 
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had no real sorrow to overcome, and that 
she possessed excellent health and nerves, 
it was not so surprising as it at first appears, 
that forgetting the horrors through which 
she had lately passed, she was able the 
second day out to begin a flirtation with 
the ship's doctor, and on the fifth to throw 
him over for a western millionaire. 

This was the woman who had come into 
the life of Basil Enthome. 



Digitized by 



Google 



CHAPTER V 

On the morning after Vivian's coming, 
Basil was in his boat while it was yet 
dark. No sea save a song; no sky save 
a bird that soars. The velvet blackness 
of night was still in the heavens a brooding 
presence, and upon the waves an unfathom- 
able, close-pressing screen, almost suflFo- 
cating in its dense weight. Now the dark- 
ness was changing to mere gloom; an icy 
breath was shivering through it, and the 
density faded, fainted, giving place to 
paleness. The stars, one by one, breath- 
lessly fled backward into the interminable 
distances of gray glimmer. All save one: 
the morning star, swinging her silver lamp, 
serene, inviolable. Basil's perceptions of 
minute and abstract beauty communi- 
cated to his senses an hundred of the shif t- 
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ing delights: the sighing harmony of the 
softly rising light; the damp perfume of 
the cold; the transparent rhythm of the 
waves; the opaque colors of the sunless 
air. Dominating all, he heard the wondrous 
song of the morning star, mounting further 
and further, exquisitely high and keen, 
as she retired before a greater goddess. 
Then came the dawn. Honey-souled she 
came, clad in crystal and rose, with dusky 
chaplet and wide-flung veil. Her sweet, 
stately feet moved to a measure of trickling 
spray, and beneath Uiem sprang cloud 
asphodels. The sea to greet her put on 
its first shades of blue, debonairly, as a 
naked maid her fresh robe. Then appeared 
marvelous stretches of gaily-moving, scent- 
bringing waves, reachingleagues and leagues, 
beyond the utmost vision, and hurrying 
in dancing cadences to the lilt of the 
rapturous breeze. 
At noon Vivian sat on the old stone 
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seat in the garden. Th^ high back, on 
which her head leaned languid with heat, 
was carved with wandering designs, 
thoughts of man long forgotten, embalmed 
in stone's constancy. Above it towered 
rigid hollyhocks of crimson that reached 
across the top of the dark spruces on the 
distant hills, to flame against the blue, 
brazen sky. A clump of phlox of a magenta 
so sharp that it fairly dazzled, was at the 
left, and beyond it a lemon glow of mari- 
golds. White gillyflowers edged a mass of 
purplish larkspur, and one stalk of day- 
lilies flared palely. It was very hot, with 
the intense burning of the sun when shielded 
from the sea breeze, and the scald of the 
hour was distilling thick odors that cloyed 
the air. The hum of drunken bees boomed 
luxuriantly, and humming-birds throbbed 
in passionate, voluptuous beats through 
the timiult of brilliance. Vivian's clear 
yellow dress swept the ground, and a 
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chain of linked silver feU heavily against 
her breast. On her dark curls was a 
wreath of red and pink thorny roses, that 
twisted on her shoulder to riot wantonly. 
Basil lay at her feet, careless, supine, his 
head on his arm, his hands with indolent 
fingers plucking at grass. The pose of 
his splendid body was as soft and unthinking 
as that of Sport's beside him, both strong, 
yoimg animals panting with the bliss of 
summer. For the first time Basil saw 
the pull of a woman's dress over her knee ; 
and the fiick of a curl around her ear; 
and the blueness of the veins on the inside 
curve of her elbow. As he stretched himself 
backward, the muscles sweUed down to 
his chest, seen through his open shirt, 
and the belt slipped from his waist on to 
his boyish hips. 

It was late afternoon when together they 
went up a short, sharp hill in the woods. 
Eerie, wan, gray trunks surrounded them 
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with stiflF, prickly branches, verdureless, 
barren, until far above their heads a wonder- 
ful thick, plumy growth crowded into a 
dense green cover. All light was faint 
and shadowless, save where in tiny, open 
glades, fairest sunshine scintillated linger- 
ingly. There grew mosses, some of a thick, 
soft green that had long, striving brown 
tendrils reaching straight upward; and 
some of a green so bright that it gleamed 
with a hard shininess; and some of a 
reddish brown that was broidered thick 
with the wax twin-flower. Gaining the 
top, they stood in a meadow. A meadow 
tenderly spread of one soft shadow, for 
the sky was veiled now with grayness of 
sunset mists, and the air was thin with 
coolness. A little lake of utter smoothness 
poured itself slowly through the marsh. 
Pale was it, of a sheen so alabaster as to 
be almost brittle; full and flat, scarce 
moving, with no undulations; overflow- 
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ing the yielding banks in lassitude of 
longing. 

High grew the flags and straight the 
sedges, there along the borders, and from 
low bushes were shaken, like spray, birds' 
bead calls. In sudden whim Vivian would 
fain be in the water, and she waded with 
skirts high held, and balancing, tilting 
arm, and Basil followed on the bank. 
Snlooth as porphyry against their ankles 
were the long, flat-bending iris leaves, 
and icy as Winter's breath the water. 
Vivian plunged in her hands, ever looking 
back over her shoulder at Basil. Kneeling 
beside her, he stooped till he drank from 
the opal cup of her curved fingers, his 
lips just touching the water, colorless as 
unformed thoughts, and a white-throated 
sparrow sang beside them. So when the 
dusk was come, the dusk, when low with 
creamy beam swings crescent in the west 
the waxing moon, and the weight of dew's 
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caresses gains perfumes from the unseen 
weeds and grasses, the dusk when each 
sheep seeks the fold with tripping feet, 
then Basil led her gently to the peace and 
light of home. 
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Vivian now found herself among circum- 
stances that were the most vivid contrast 
to any life that she had hitherto experienced. 

It was her habit of silence, of withdrawing 
into that safe refuge in diflSculties which 
she, with all Enthomes, had in extreme, 
that served her in best stead during the 
first few days. Otherwise, before she had 
at all comprehended the situation so utteriy 
new, she would have involved herself in 
inexorable mistakes. But innate, observant 
quietude kept her safely inactive until 
the first pitfalls were passed, and she had 
begun to make sufficient discoveries to 
enable her talent for adaptation to come 
into play. First to diflFerentiate surely and 
clearly the various conditions to which 
she was to adapt herself was necessary, 
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before she could begin manipulating her 
actions. 

That she made blunders was of course 
inevitable. 

Three days after her arrival, as she sat 
with Basil in the rowboat, she suddenly 
forgot and told him a joke, so appallingly 
out of time with the placid grandeur of 
the scene surrounding, and the crystal 
pure beauty of her companion, that she 
cringed in fearful expectation of rebuke. 
But Basil was quite unconcerned, for he 
simply had not understood. Wondering 
if she had not been mistaken in thinking 
him as unsophisticated as he seemed, she 
deliberately relaxed the watch she had 
consciously kept upon her words, and a 
few minutes later, told a story milder, 
but suflSciently indecent. 

Basil flushed deeply, agonizedly. She 
became gay, but he was not to be wooed 
from unresponsive gravity. Having pon- 
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dered, he visibly made an eflFort and 
spoke : 

"Cousin Vivian, I hope you will not 
be angry with me, but you must not 
talk about things like that. Of course 
I know you do not understand what it 
means, and I do not wish tp explain, you 
must gust believe me when I say it is not 
mce. 

Vivian felt her boasted, usual poise 
desert her. She could only await develop- 
ments. 

"You see," continued Basil gently, 
"young girls have to be so careful, and you 
have no one else to take care of you now." 

The idea of this boy, his eyes drooping 
and his face flushing with the embarrass- 
ment of his own words, taking care of her, 
was so overwhelmingly funny to Vivian 
that it drowned every other feeling in a 
flood of risibility all the more intrusive 
for having to be repressed*. She bowed 
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her head in her hands, and let the shaking 
of her shoulders pass for sobs, since it 
must fain show. « 

"Oh ! you do not think I thought you 
understood, that you meant — oh ! Cousin 
Vivian, please listen ! You know I never 
meant — " ^ 

Becoming incoherent in his remorse for 
having wounded her delicacy with implied 
doubt of it, when in truth he had none, 
Basil flung himself on his knees to try and 
pull away her fingers, calling himself every 
kind of a clumsy brute and reiterating 
his belief in her spotlessness from every 
thought of evil. 

Slowly Vivian allowed herself to be reas- 
sured and comforted. The dewiness of 
her eyes, from suppressed laughter, rent 
Basil's heart anew, and he could not 
suflSciently thank her for permitting him 
to praise her back into complacency again. 
Thus was peace restored. For some time. 
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however, each was a little thoughtful : Basil 
blaming himself for stupidity and precipi- 
tation, and Vivian calling upon all her 
complex experiences of his sex, to aid her 
in fathoming what manner of man this 
might be. 

Soon after this, Basil was one night 
coming home from the village, a dark 
night, — lowering, hot, still. Through the 
woods he was forced to keep the path by 
his feet, his eyes being of no manner of use 
in the gloom. So familiar was he with 
the contact and actual feel of each, that 
unerringly he knew trodden earth, inundat- 
ing pine needles, moss boiling over from 
sunken stimips, and held his march with 
unabated speed, though not by one palest 
glimmer did the sky show through the 
interarched, moisture-laden trees, nor by 
faintest outline could , he discern an 
object. 

It was at such times, when swept up 
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and whirled away from ordinary, everyday 
things, by elemental forces of Nature, 
now, silence, darkness, space, that he be- 
came one with it, and entered fully into the 
bliss and strength of his Jieritage. The 
heavy weight of the blackness to Jiim was 
delicious, for ft seemed to press through 
every pore of his being in order to flood 
his soul with ^ dear, intimate presence. 
It was but one form and a very soft, yield- 
ing one, of his beloved mistress, by which 
she was enabled to become flesh of his 
flesh. He laughed tenderly once or twice 
in the midst of his low singing, as if in 
answer to fleeting caresses, ^and raised his 
upturned palms to feel the velvet density. 
The perfume of the night, the ineffable, 
unimaginable aroma of its essence, was to 
him a penetrating explanation, which guided 
him far into secret recesses where he ex- 
perienced joys of companionship utterly 
satisfying. 
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Coining out of the wood, his tuneful 
crooning had suddenly a sensate answer: 
from the rocks below came throaty, pon- 
tinuously flowing murmurs, in timibling, 
reiterated sweetness. It was as if he jstood 
at the edge of the world and from the 
outer chaos a presence that was but a 
voice, void of form, offered communion. 
Poised on the peak of the cliflF in airy 
security, he 3eemed as if prone to float 
away with it into the attainments of un- 
quelled sound and monotonous motion. 
Luringly the call of the voice led him down 
the jagged precipice to plunge into the 
mist, less opaque than the air above, 
because softer, and to slide close to the 
waves, till his breath came and went with 
their long teeming sighs, and his eyes knew, 
without seeing, their long, swinging curves. 
Perfectly happy he lay, jhis song obligato 
to the sea, all lesser things forgotten. 
Again con^letely had he attained the 
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peace of satisfaction, always his if sought 
in ja like manner. 

Suddenly with the wrench of severed 
comradeship he remembered his waiting 
household, and sprang up the rocks to 
hurry round through the customary garden 
path. There as the light greeted him, 
he heard an anxious bark from Sport and 
saw, surprised, tightly |shut door and win- 
dow. As he flung open the former. Sport 
nearly knocked him down with an impetu- 
osity that had something of relief as well 
as affection, bounding past him to revel 
in barking freedom. At the same instant 
Vivian flung herself into his arms, 
exclaiming tearfully: 

"Oh! I am so glad you have come. 
I thought something had happened: I 
have been so frightened.'^ 

"What could happen?*' Basil answered, 
with affectionate amusement. Then as he 
realized more her agitation: 
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"But what has happened to you, and 
why is it so hot in here/' with a glance about 
the quiet, somber kitchen. 

"I shut everything up because Sport 
wanted to jump out of the window and go 
to you, and besides, dreadful creatures 
came and bumped upon the ceiling and 
fell into the lamp. Stephen and Mrs. 
CliflFord went to bed, it is hours ago, but 
I could not rest until I knew you were 
safe.*' 

"I didn't know it was so late, I am very 
sorry. But there was nothing to be afraid 
of," and Basil smiled with tender fostering 
at the troubled face upturned to his own. 

It was true that Vivian had been really 
frightened by the loneliness, but it was 
equally true that she had planned her 
fear as a bait lor Basil, and finding how 
excellently well the scent carried, she had 
cried on the chase with ;all the precision 
of long practice. 
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"Now that you are here, all is well," 
she sighed with entrancing (confidence. 
"Come and sit down and tell me where you 
have been so late." 

"Why, coming home, I just went and 
sat on the rocks a while." 

Basil always found it impossible to 
explain his long hours out of doors. Al« 
though he knew them to be overwhelmingly 
occupied and alive, his neighbors seemed 
to think them quite useless |ind idle, and 
he knew no way to elucidate. This non- 
comprehension in others of his real life, 
of the things which were vital, which 
mattered, had never troubled him until 
lately, but since he had known Vivian he 
had felt a dawning desire to make her 
understand. He was seized now anew with 
the longing wonder whether he had at 
last found a person who could feel as he 
did. With questioning hope he looked 
uncertainly at his cousin. 
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At once she thought she understood: 
here was the underhanded affair with a 
woman for the discovery of which she had 
been waiting, and of which he was now 
about to speak with a license that seemed 
quite natural to this daughter of Parisian 
slimis. 

"Ah !" she breathed, **and you were 
not alone. Cousin Basil?'* 

"No, I was not alone/* 

Vivian threw back her head, catching 
her under lip in gleaming teeth. Then 
she purred: 

"It is very pleasant to sit on the rocks 
and not to be alone ; I too like it/* Then 
as a sudden memory amused her: "A 
wedc before I left Paris this was given 
me, when I — was not alone.** 

The gesture with which she drew from 
her bosom a tiny gold chain and displayed 
hanging from it a briUiant diamond, the 
undulation of her shoulders, the leer of 
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her eyes, all passed by Basil's unsuspicious 
purity, leaving no loathsome contamination 
on its spotless freshness. 

"That is very beautiful," he said gently, 
touching the jewel with his gentle fingers. 
"I am glad you were able to keep it. 
Cousin Vivian. Mine always fade, the 
ones the flowers shake down to me in the 
early mornings, and the million ones the 
waves toss into my boat; I cannot hold 
them except for a moment. Is it because 
you are so much sweeter and better?" 

It must be confessed that Vivian gasped. 

Basil leaned toward her across the 
mahogany table, his hair curling damply 
over his tanned brow, his half-open eyes 
sparkling with the gold-flecked radiance 
of hazel; his swelling lips serious, and 
trembling a little with the weight of the 
imsaid words pressing them from his dumb, 
poet's soul. For her he wished to express 
what before he had been content to feel. 
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He sought to bring forth thoughts, and the 
helplessness of travail shook him. Fas- 
cinated she watched him, but it was only 
his marvelous physical attraction that 
wooed her. 

In the open door behind him flooded the 
camphor-cold smell of dead seaweed, and 
the boding creak of the loon swelled faintly 
from far away. In the comer of the 
kitchen, beyond the circle of lamplight 
it was dusky, as if crowded with ghosts 
of shadows; shadows that had been cast 
on those walls by their ancestors. 

"Are you able to keep the lights from the 
clouds too?" asked Basil with tremulous 
eagerness. "Can you find the smell of 
the apples in the winter by just looking 
along the branches? Sometimes I can, 
but if I am not very careful it spills away 
and soaks down underground where the 
noise of the grasses' dancing goes." 

Wistfully he gazed at her for an answer 
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to the thrill such thoughts as he was trying 
to express always gave him. 

"Tell me," he insisted. "Do you 
know all the things that are so simple, 
but that every one seems to miss feeling 
and doing? Are you like me?'* 

But there was no comprehension for and 
of him in Vivian's face. She was listening 
indeed with more of attention than his 
auditors usually accorded him, but it was 
not the sympathy of similitude, whose 
strange rapture he was desiring. Suddenly 
he felt it impossible to proceed. With 
finality he had realized the limitations of 
their companionship. His isolation had 
but become the more remote by his thus 
recognizing it, and in so far as he dimly 
saw himself doomed to loneliness of soul, 
just so far that loneliness increased. 

He sat back, his face expressionless, the 
flaring of his personality extinguished be- 
hind the film of reticence. 
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"The lamp is going out/' he said pro- 
saicaUy. He was conscious of being sleepy, 
boyishly. 

Vivian rose. 

"Then there was no woman with you?'' 
she asked hesitatingly. 

"A woman?" Basil laughed and then 
he yawned. "I do not know any woman 
but you. 'Good night. Cousin Vivian." 
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Vivian had been nearly a month at Brick 
House. She was growing used to the ways 
of the household, and when in the August 
gloamings Stephen and Mrs. Cliflford melted 
away to bed after an early supper, in the 
vague, unsociable manner common to New 
England, but which had so perplexed 
Vivian at first, she rejoiced, for it left her 
unobstructed evenings with Basil. 

He called her one night to come out into 
the garden and hold the lantern, for he 
wanted to get some worms for fishing a 
mountain brook the next day. 

Basil loved having Vivian share his 
pursuits, but he turned to her with the 
natural impulse of a boy toward pleasure, 
undemanding, impersonal. Her failure to 
understand him on the one occasion when 
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he had tried to open his heaxt and mind 
had not changed his feelings to her, although 
he had realized the ultimatum of her lack. 
He had a deeper sense of remoteness, but 
he did not in the least blame her for its 
consummation. Nor was he hardly sorry 
any longer over the impossibility of sharing, 
even with her, his own world. He really 
preferred it so, and had decided that never 
again would he try to open the doors on 
the fairy scenes where he roamed free and 
imtouched; never again would he strive 
to alter the forlornness of their sacred 
haunts. Their beauty was beyond the 
hurt of ignorance; no mere deficiency of 
comprehension, no ignoring of their ex- 
istence, could trouble them, where they 
rested, ever sure and safe, and where his 
cohabitation with Nature was serene, vital, 
inviolable. Fond as he was of Vivian, 
with the calm love of a cousin, the strength 
of his heart in its beating was still Nature's. 
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Vivian knew well just how little she had 
moved Basil. Her trained senses could 
not but tell her of the utter lack of recipro- 
cation. 

As she stood beside him now, in the dark, 
she was acutely conscious of each free, 
muscular motion of his great, fresh body. 
He was bending to the spade, overturning 
the dankly smelling earth with careless 
swings. Sport pushed close to put an 
inquisitive paw on the upheaped clods, 
evidently wondering why his master was 
engaging so awkwardly in one of his own 
pastimes, but politely willing to join in, 
with neither hesitation nor criticism. 

Basil was singing, wandering, unending 
sentences of unformed thoughts, mere color 
translated into rhythmic words, with no 
rhyme and but little reason. 

All the light and motion of the world 
seemed to be concentrated in the little arc 
of the lantern's rays. Beyond it, all objects 
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were blurred and fused into one chaotic, 

still blackness. It was only by twisting 

her head back, and looking fixedly for some 

seconds, that Vivian could discern the 

stars. 

^' Moonlight and wind and gleaming spray. 
Then mist, and the unending sea,'' 

sang Basil. 

Sport sniffed at thfe herby earth, and 
sneezed appreciatively, then jumping side- 
ways as Basil tipped the spade handle 
toward him, he wrinkled his lip and barked 
delightedly, encouragingly; even if no 
bones were dug out as yet, the great thing 
was to persevere and scatter as much dirt 
as possible. 

"Now put the lantern over here. Cousin 
Vivian, and we will look for night walkers." 

"Mon Dieu! what — where?'' 

"See, the large worms that come to the 
surface at night; the light of the lantern 
calls them, I think, to come and have a 
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party. See how much bigger they are than 
the ones I dug up^ but it is hard to find 
many of them/' 

^*They are horrible animals, all of them.*' 
**0h ! no. They are very nice little 
people. It is mean to capture them, but 
we must have bait." 

Detaining briers caught Vivian's dress 
like truant fingers, and stooping to watch 
a firefiy she wondered fearsomely how 
many other creatures could see her. 

** Where do dead shadows go ? 
Do they hover between the stars ? 
Where do dead songs go ? 
Th^ lie on the restless sea/' 

sang Basil. 

Going back towards the bam, their 
shadows from the low swinging lantern 
strode as gigantic monstrosities across the 
blank of the sky. The fence and out- 
buildings whisked into sight, and then out 
with a stultifying finality. Vivian kept 
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by Basil's arm, and as he sat down on a 
bench just within the great open door» 
to pack moss over the top of the worm 
pail, she nestled timidly near. 

The stirring of Basil's blood at the touch 
of her body passed to his head only with 
the conscious message of gladness; no 
troublous desires withered searingly hi.^ 
fresh capabilities of joy. The intangible 
fragrance of her personality was an urge he 
little understood. Until that moment the 
absence of passion in his affection was so 
absolute that he had not even recognized 
its lack. 
He smiled blithely down at her. 
"Are you tired, Cousin Vivian?" 
"No. How good you are to me." 
Then in a sudden gust of emotion, she 
turned against his arm, and putting up 
her face, kissed his lovely, open, faun's 
mouth. 
As Basil lifted himself away from her. 
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he was frowning perplexedly; since his 
childhood, he had not kissed a woman. 

Vivian was experiencing a less complex 
feeling than was usual to her: she was 
simply and wholly astounded at the cool, 
unclinging touch of the boy's lips. 

At that instant Stephen appeared noise- 
lessly from out the surrounding darkness. 

"I thought you had gone to bed/' said 
Basil. 

He was quite unembarrassed, but Vivian, to 
her further surprise, was helplessly chagrined. 

Muttering something about a forgotten 
chore, Stephen passed them into the gloom. 

He was trying to argue to himself that 
a cousinly embrace was but natural and 
sweet, for he was far too honest not to 
know that he ought to doubt the disin^ 
terestedness of his own motives. Vivian 
was so alien to all his conceptions of what 
a woman should be, so entirely disreputable 
to his judgment, and so totally offensive 
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to his taste, that he knew himself too 
hopelessly prejudiced to judge of her fairly. 
The question of where personal virulence 
stopped and justifiable indignation began 
was an agonizing one for his conscien- 
tiousness to decide. Moreover he had 
the uncomfortable conviction that he had 
spied upon the cousins. 

Stephen Enthome had never been a 
very happy man. At best he had but 
risen to a jogging content, and now he was 
actively unhappy. For how could he bear 
it that Basil turned to Vivian with the 
lightsomeness of comradeship which he 
had never given his brother, and reveled 
in doing with her all the summer pleasures 
that Stephen had always longed futilely 
to share with him. Added to which was 
the terrible fact, seen with the swift pre- 
science of love, that Vivian's influence 
could not fail of having a bad effect on the 
lad. 
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Vivian had recognized from the first 
the simple proposition of Stephen's dislike 
and distrust of her. But as it suited her, 
both from expediency and lately from 
awakening interest in Basil, to accept her 
livelihood at their hands, it behooved her 
to meet Stephen's aversion with the best 
weapons in her power. Consequently she 
had, most cleverly, concealed her knowledge 
that he felt for her otherwise than as a 
benevolent and older relation. This had 
put their slight and occasional intercourse 
upon the safe footing of supposedly deep 
gratitude and deference on her part, and 
kindly care on his. She had been suf- 
ficiently tactful not to strain the situation, 
or tax his tolerance into any active expres- 
sion of good will, treating him always with 
the awe rationally paid a reserved and digni- 
fied benefactor who prefers his good deeds 
to be accepted in silence. 

The current episode had somewhat upset 
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her careful arrangements. Difficulties in 
social amenities, however, were always 
a spur to Vivian, and she was gratified 
to realize that her best efforts were now 
needed in order that all might nm smoothly 
again. 

As Stephen returned, bringing a move- 
ment of the musky air from the hay, 
Vivian rose demurely. 

They drifted back to the house, Vivian 
walking by Stephen and talking only to 
him, of the garden and farm and his care 
of both. She seemed to be merely a good 
little housewife, concerned for the welfare 
of the . homestead. Stephen listened mo- 
rosely, while behind them in the dark 
Basil sang softly: 

'' Metal calls of birds, beat in slow, dear measure.'' 
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In the bubbling, blue, sun-encrusted light 
of the next morning, Vivian was dancing 
in the garden. Basil, sitting on his heels, 
watched her gleefully; the nearness of a 
spruce, a somber green shadow across his 
brow, and beyond him rank bergamot, 
its shabby white flowers shaking with the 
scrambling of the bees. 

Vivian was dancing. She abandoned 
herself to every succession of pose that 
impulse, crude and seething, dictated ; with 
an unstudied, but very conscious rapture. 
Through her thin draperies of yellow and 
white the undulations of her lithe body 
showed concisely. An orange scarf that 
floated wide made her bare neck look like 
ivory, and outlined her lifted arms boldly. 
Tiny bells on her flat slippers punctuated 
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the rhythm of her imconfined feet, and 
bells in a crimson net shook over her dark 
ciu-ls. She was pirouetting rapidly, lightly, 
imrestrained by thought of convention, 
utterly but daintily free. As she ap- 
proached Basil, she paused an instant with 
grave, drooping eyelids and panting lips 
in silent allure. Then in a flash she turned, 
swang, dipped away from him, with low 
bent shoulders, and beckoning hand, and 
overflowing of tantalizing laughter. Back 
again she slouched slowly about him in 
perfect time, till with a quick filing she 
whirled into an ecstasy of motion. Now 
she was the incarnate presence of youth and 
glee and vivifying freedom. The end of 
the path reached, she dropped breathless 
in a bed of crass scarlet. 

As Basil came over to her, she straight- 
ened imtil she sat as straight as the poppies 
surrounding her. Her veil was drawn 
across her mouth, and over it her eyes 
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burnt deeply. With a long grass she drew 
meaningly on Basil's hand as he leaned 
his weight heavily on it, bending close to 
her. 

By one of those strange, magnetic cur- 
rents that leap from body to body she 
knew suddenly that the kiss of last night 
had been the slight thing which brings in 
its train incalculable potentialities. The 
poison of her distilling was beginning to 
work; the baleful drop in the crucible 
had already clouded its purity. 
' Trained by the vicissitudes of her life, 
Vivian was intensely analytical of her own 
an4 pthers' motives- To probe, to com- 
pare, to define, actions the most minute, 
and hence to be able to suit herself to all 
requirements, was the method by which 
she had developed those powers of pleasing 
which had been of so much moment to her. 
It was impossible for her not to suspect 
often much more beneath the surface of 
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events than really lay hidden there, and 
she had at first been misled by looking for 
depths in Basil that did not exist. Now, 
however, the truth had finally and firmly 
broken upon her: tihat his purity was as 
unaffected and as little blemished with 
ulteriorness as could well be. Not only 
had she not moved him to passion until 
last night, but she now clearly saw that 
no woman had ever done so. 

As through a screen of perplexities, 
dimly, Vivian realized that Basil was but 
the prototype of Sport, in that they were 
both sincere and simple, unconsciously 
demanding that others should be the same. 
Now sincerity and simplicity were things 
to which she had ^ever before tried to 
adapt herself, and she found the requisite 
docility surprisingly hard to compass. To 
the pipings of all sorts of pretence and 
artificiality had she pranced, but never to 
the total lack of either. Had it not been 
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for memories of life in a respectable English 
village and the behavior of its well-regu- 
lated inhabitants, even her tact might 
have failed under the strain. Recollections 
of her childhood returned to guide her to 
the outward seemliness and decorum that 
were requisite to her present r61e. Also 
came the old, curious scorn of the fetish 
of duty; the innate sense of freedom 
from obligai;ions under which pthers cringed. 
Goodness was to her in this case merely 
an attribute of Basil's, as a talent for 
mathematics might have been ; a peculiar- 
ity of his with which it behooved her to 
deal, nothing more. Henceforth her task 
would be to see in what way she could make 
Basil's very virtue tend to her ends, as she 
would have tried to use any propensity 
or taste he might show. The line of least 
resistance was, she held, always the cleverest 
to pursue. Upon Basil's chivalrous care 
of the weaker thing ; his extreme refinement 
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of feeling ; his love of beauty ; his loyalty ; 
she would play in turn, 

Vivian could not possibly have been in 
a like intimate companionship with any 
good looking men without experiencing 
the thrills which the limitations of her 
nature laid upon her, but Basil's virile 
beauty was arousing in her a feeling whjch 
she recognized as being far stronger than 
any she had ever known. She was divided 
between amused contempt at herself for 
its puerile embarrassments, and pride that 
she was still so emotional. 

Vivian had reached the logical goal 
of the trail which she had allowed her 
temperament to blaze for her. In her 
present vile scheming, vile from the inherent 
selfishness of its core, she was quite suited, 
and her confusion was the worse confounded 
for seeming to her to be plainness before her 
feet. 

As she and Basil sat now in the sunshine. 
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she saw that Stephen had come up to the 
outside of the fence, and stood moodily 
watching them. By her mad, voluptuous 
dancing, Vivian had loosened the restraint 
which she habitually held on herself in 
Stephen's presence; also her slight victory 
over Basil had further elated her. The 
particular devil, who for the moment pos- 
sessed her, prompted her to try her wiles 
on Stephen. 

Starting to her feet, a scramble trans- 
lated into grace by her movements, she 
crossed the garden with a step so gliding 
that she seemed rather to float over the 
inequalities of the way, than to rest any 
weight on grass or flowers. Pausing before 
Stephen, she clasped her hands, their backs 
together, upon her waist, and sank to the 
ground in a long, slow curtsy, and then 
lifting herself up, smiled sweetly into his 
astonished eyes. 

"Will you come and watch me dance. 
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Cousin Stephen? or no, you do not care 
for such things; la joie de vie means 
nothing to you in any language. See, I 
will come to you, and make you a wreath, 
and tell you a tale of noble England/* 

With a quick, strong twist, she flung 
herself up to the top rail of the fence by 
Stephen's side, pulling up with her a great 
armful of nasturtiums. Beginning to weave 
deftly, she flung now and then a blossom 
or leaf on to Stephen's shoulders, swinging 
her feet back and forth, and talking pro- 
saically of English scenery and village life. 

Stephen had flushed angrily and started 
at first to move away, but had changed his 
mind, detaining himself to listen, with 
a glowering light between his narrowed 
eyelids, which might have warned her, had 
she been in a less reckless mood. 

Jealousy, so elemental as to be almost 
physical in its intensity, is a diflScult and 
blinding factor with which to deal. But 
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the worst wring of Stephen's heart was the 
fact that he recognized the insidious en- 
croachment of evil toward his lad's high- 
mindedness. Were Basil's current absorp- 
tion in Vivian to proceed unmolested, 
Stephen felt sure that sooner or later sin 
would be the boy's portion, and sin in what 
he considered its gravest form. His real 
horror of vice for its own sake received 
heaping addition from his fears for his 
dearly loved brother. Basil's exemption 
from, indeed his very ignorance of, unclean- 
liness, was to Stephen a vital necessity. 
His own strait living was a matter of course, 
and of the less importance than were all 
things, as compared with aught concerning 
Basil. Therefore to save Basil by warning, 
or if necessary by actual act, was the one 
crucial end to be attained in this complex 
and distressing dilemma. 

The boy would certainly ignore his 
brother's advice, and strenuously combat 
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his proceedings, but this was to Stephen 
only a sorrow, not in the least a hindrance. 
He was not in the habit of pausing or turning 
aside in what he thought right because 
others, even his heart's best love, disagreed 
with its potency. That Basil might perhaps 
come to the point of hating him for thwart- 
ing, was realized by Stephen, and sadly 
discounted, in his single-minded intention 
of keeping Basil pure against all odds, 
even his own struggles. 

Stephen was slowly approaching the 
decision to separate the cousins, but as 
yet his plans were vague. The seemingly 
simple one of requesting Vivian to depart 
whither she came, was to him, as yet, 
an impossibility. Hospitality had too sure 
a claim, and when its object was a relative 
and a lonely, necessitous female at that, its 
obligations were sacred. Also the strange, 
impelling urge of New England, by which 
its inhabitants accept the Existing without 
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question, and thereby let it rivet itself 
into the Inevitable, was strong upon him. 
He did not like to have Vivian as an 
inmate of his house, neither did he like the 
fashion of her euris; but she was visiting 
them, and that was the way she did her 
hair. 

Basil crossed the garden to join them. 
He was feeling each variance of beauty, 
the joys of manifold colors and perfumes 
and shapes and motions, as he had ever 
felt them, yet with a wonderful diflPerence 
in his heart and blood that made him see 
a truer green, a serener blue. The reason 
why was hardly dawning upon him, but 
he recognized that to his simple family 
love for Vivian was superadded a sweet, 
elemental thjill. 

So the three lived out that hour in the sim. 
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CHAPTER IX 

That afternoon Mrs. Cliflford was making 
a visit to her aunt, the widow of a Banks' 
fisherman. 

The occasion betokened felicitous oppor- 
tunities for gossip. An excellent accom- 
paniment was furnished by the cat, who 
with stealthy eye on the preparations for 
tea that were going forward, purred con- 
tentedly; in which virtuous pursuit she 
was emulated by the kettle, the tall clock, 
the bees in the vine around the window, 
and the waves beyond the little orchard. 

The Young Doctor had strolled in to see 
after his old friend's rheumatism and chat 
over village topics. The fact that the 
Minister's wife was expecting the usual 
annual addition to her family, was delicately 
ignored by the ladies in the Young Doctor's 
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presence, although he might be presumed 
to be cognizant of it. 

The demands of general society having 
been complied with, the Young Doctor 
broached the subject which hovered impor- 
tantly in all their minds, with the question : 

"How does Miss Vivian get on at Prick 
House?'' 

"Well ! there. Doctor, I'm so glad you 
spoke of it," exclaimed Mrs. CliflFord with 
relief. "For I'm just worried to death 
to know what I should do about it all. 
I came to talk to my aunt, and I am real 
pleased to have you here too, for you 
certainly ought to know of the goings on 
up there, if you don't already; and so 
ought Mr. Elwin." 

"I only know that it seems like a pretty 
hopeless combination from which to expect 
harmony," said the Young Doctor. 

"Of course," continued Mrs. CliflFord, 
"foreigneft have not had our opportunities. 
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poor things, and they must be allowed for. 
I hope I can put up with as much as most 
folks, but she is not my idea of a well- 
behaved young woman at all/' 

"What is the trouble ?'* asked the Yoimg 
Doctor, in the tone that had opened many 
a heart to him before now. 

"Well, pretty much everything ; I declare 
I don't know where to begin." 

Mrs. CliflFord was highly enjoying herself, 
although she was at the same time truly 
concerned for the welfare of the family 
to which she had attached herself. She 
continued : 

"I know Stephen hired me to wait on her, 
and I don't mind carrying up her breakfast 
while she lies in bed till noon, though she 
is as well as I am; or tidying up the best 
parlor after her. Such things are awful 
foolishness, but you can't say there is any 
great harm in them except slothfulness." 

"Certainly not," said the Young Doctor. 
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"But there is more than that — she 
smokes. Now I suppose you won't believe 
me, but it is true. I found some of those 
little white cigar things in her bureau, 
among enough powders and cold creams 
for a play actress. So the other night, when 
I thought I smelt a whiff of smoke, I 
walked right into her room, and there my 
young lady was, with one of the nasty 
things in her mouth, puffing away as bold 
as brass. She only jeered when I threat- 
ened to tell Stephen, but I did, the next 
morning ; I thought it was my duty/' 

"What did he say?'' 

"Npthing. He just gave a grunt, the 
way he does, and stalked off to the bam. 
There is no use saying anything to Basil, 
for she has the boy clean bewitched, and 
that is the worst of the whole situation, 
to my mind." 

"I think it is, or would be if she really 
had," agreed the Young Doctor gravely. 
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"He doesn't do anything but ju3t moon 
round after her, and look at her as if his 
eyes would pop out of his head. She 
knows it, the minx. Then the clothes she 
wears — or rather doesn't wear. Really, 
Doctor, I wouldn't want you to ask me 
to describe them, but she comes in to supper 
sometimes in such flimsy, flaunting things, 
that I don't know which way to look." 

"Oh ! well, you must remember Miss 
Vivian has lived in Paris, and I suppose 
ladies there wear a little different fashions 
than in Cranberry Cove." 

"Yes, but. Doctor, you wouldn't "speak 
so encouragingly if you had seen what she 
had on this morning, a thing like a chemise, 
out in the yard with both the boys, kicking 
up her heels as high as my head." 

"What ! were you there too ?" said the 
Doctor with a sly laugh. 

Whereupon Mrs. Clifford became soex- 
clamatory that she dropped her caraway- 
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seed cookie into her tea. It ended in the 
Young Doctor's promising to see what he 
could do about it. 

John Brooks had consented to deal with 
Vivian Enthome quite single-mindedly. 
The same desire to help, which prompted 
him to probe all village perplexities, in- 
fluenced him now, but his spirit somewhat 
misgave him, as he thought over the 
difficulties of the task. 

He sat so long in his study that evening, 
that his sister made a cup of coflfee and took 
it in to him. Then she settled herself 
comfortably with her knitting, unobtrusively 
producing an element of tending. 

John's relationship with this elder sister 
was very homely and sweet. He knew 
now that his best thanks would be to tell 
her the current gossip, for kindly curiosity 
about her neighbors was one of the keenest 
interests in her extremely quiet life. So 
he roused himself to give her a somewhat 
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detailed account of the afternoon's conver- 
sation, and further to ask her advice from 
the standpoint, sometimes surprisingly use- 
ful, of an unsuspicious woman. 

"I don't see why they don't marry," 
observed Miss Brooks, sensibly enough, 
"they are only second cousins." 

"My dear sister, there are three insuper- 
able objections." 

"What are they?" 

"Well, the first is Vivian, for nothing 
would induce her to consent; she has 
every intention, I am sure from what I 
have gathered, and you know I have 
talked to her on general subjects two or 
three times, of returning to her beloved 
Paris as soon as the game is played out 
here. The second is Stephen; they could 
only accomplish such a thing over his very 
corpse. The third is Basil himself, for such 
an idea has never entered his wildest 
dreams." 
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**0h ! well, if none of them want it ; but I 
thought you said they were in love/' and the 
gentle old maid's cheeks grew softly pink. 

"Being in love, is quite a diflPerent thing, 
sister mine, from contemplating matrimony. 
No, bad as that might be, I fear even 
worse : some scandal ; some heartbreak to 
Stephen; I hardly know what. Perhaps 
Basil will follow her to Paris, and become 
as worthless a person as, from all accounts, 
his great-uncle seems to have been.'* 

"You exaggerate; there is no reason to 
anticipate such dreadful things. Basil is an 
innocent little fellow, even to ignorance.'* 

"That is one reason." 

"Also Stephen fairly adores him, and 
will do everything in his power to keep 
him straight." 

"That is another." 

Miss Brooks decided that John was too 
tired to look at things with his usual 
cheerful sanity, and wisely suggested bed. 
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CHAPTER X 

John Brooks was riding up the hill 
toward Brick House, one foggy afternoon 
in the next week. It seemed to him that 
never had he so realized the inaccessibility 
of the place. 

The steep, rugged lane rose at an almost 
perpendicular angle, through the thick- 
growing lonely woods. Its roadway trav- 
ersed huge, slippery bowlders, half drenched 
in moss, interspersed with rolling sharp 
stones; the scars of many spring freshets 
showing in shiftless unrepair. Occasionally, 
at a turn, he had a glimpse out to sea, and 
knew that beneath him the cliffs fell down 
in jagged sheerness. The rocks had been 
tumbled in a mass of primal confusion, 
that, resolving itself into the grandeur of 
stability, now paused satisfied and sinister, 
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waiting for the end. Onjy approachable 
in fair weather on its three water sides, 
the peninsula of Brick House was suffi- 
ciently isolated to completely hide the lives 
of its owners. The Young Doctor thought 
uneasily that almost anything might tean- 
spire here, or in the village at the foot of 
the hill, without the inhabitants of either 
being at all aware of what had occurred 
in the other place. 

The fog was increasing. Great banks of 
white so absolute as to be opalescent were 
flowing in from the sea, encroaching over 
the land, oppressively stifling. It was 
mysteriously thick, and of apparently stable 
longevity. 

The Young Doctor was trying to arrange 

his thoughts consecutively, so that he would 

have some plan in the campaign before 

him. Used to having all sorts of dilemmas 

nd complications brought him for elucida- 

he was wont to ponder over them 
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painstakingly, before giving his sane, kind 
advice. That he was always ready, with 
unconsidered generosity, to spend himself 
in whatever performance his advice incul- 
cated, was as much a matter of course to 
him, as to his friends. Of necessity 
acquainted with the dark crevices of the 
human mind in its errings, he was never- 
theless an unconscious idealist, always ex- 
pecting good of every one. He was only 
apprehensive when he saw a way of making 
things better and easier for others; then 
his fears became active agents of righting. 
Such a man must needs feel himself at a 
disadvantage in dealing with a woman like 
Vivian. Disadvantages and disagreeables, 
however, had never yet held John Brooks 
back from any service that he considered 
his duty, and this endeavor to influence 
the wayward daughter of the Enthomes 
toward docility, appeared to him in that 
light. Also John was distinctly human. 
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and confessed frankly to himself a desire 
to see more of the exquisite creature who 
was such an exotic in Cranberry Cove. 

As the lane led into the field behind 
Brick House, John looked about him with 
the interest he always felt in the fine 
old place, dottering to its decay. The 
very stolidness of the house seemed in 
itself pathetic: it had so long outlived 
its active period, and yet could not sink 
quietly into the rest of desuetude. It still 
held itself aloft in sturdy gentility, ignoring 
its own stains of disintegration, while 
untold sadness brooded in its sheltering 
spruces, and bafflement lurked behind its 
sightless window. Just now, here on the 
tree-protected plateau, the fog had not yet 
made its attach, save in a few faltering 
wisps that obscured the outlines. The 
only signs of life were Basil's pigeons 
preening themselves on the bam roof. 
From thence they would make sudden 
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whirling flights that ended in graceful 
circles and brought them back to where 
they started. With quickly cocking head, 
and dropped tail, they would then strut 
triumphantly up and down, and always 
their sweet, irritating chuckle floated down- 
ward. In the harmless, aged calm of the 
old house, they seemed fit guardians. 

But presently, as John sat on his horse 
outside the white picket fence, Vivian 
came rapidly through the garden toward 
him. The lowering sun here still burnt 
an oasis in the fog, that was himg about 
with a curtain of lavender and silver. The 
dampness clung to Vivian's curls, and 
draped her brilliant scarlet dress closely 
about her tall slendemess. 

It was a vast relief to Vivian t6 see a 
man appear on the somewhat thinly popu- 
lated scene. Her growing affection for 
Basil did not, in the accommodating code 
of morals to which she adhered, at all 
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interfere with a flirtation with the Young 
Doctor, or in fact any number of men who 
might turn up. She was quite capable, 
from experience, of managing several of 
these little affairs at one and the same 
moment. Such occurrences were merely 
the breath of everyday life, according to 
her mode of thought, and only to be con- 
sidered seriously in the light of whatever 
pleasure or profit might accrue to her 
thereby. Her bland self-absorption was 
so entire, that she had ceased to even 
wonder whether there was another side to 
any question which affected her own desires. 
Quite ready now to try her luck with this 
good looking, imperturbable man, whom 
she knew to be yoimger than he seemed, she 
called every faculty into play that might 
conquer him. That the process would be 
different than with Basil, she of course 
knew, and felt a sudden thankfulness that 
less subtle methods would do in this case. 
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John Brooks was deKghtfully commonplace 
and like other men, and she reveled in the 
thought. % 

Smiling intently up at him, she waited 
for him to begin the conversation, which 
he did solemnly. 

"Miss Vivian, I am, as you know, an 
old family friend of your people's, and for 
that reason you must let me talk to you 
more frankly than the length of our ac- 
quaintance would seem to warrant. It is 
a pity that you do not care for the friendship 
of your own sex, for it might be of great 
benefit to you here. Several of the ladies, 
my sister and Mrs. Elwin among them, 
have called on you, but you have shown 
them plainly that you did not care for 
their society.'* 

Vivian waited until he had finished, then 
she said, with as impressive a manner as 
his own: 
r "It is also a pity that the fog has 
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hidden our beautiful view of the moun- 
tains/' 

The Young Doctor considered that propo- 
sition for a moment, then he tried again. 

"You know. Miss Vivian, that difiFerent 
countries and places have difiFerent manners, 
and if you intend to make your home 
among us, it would be wise in you to con- 
form to our ways." 

"It would be wise in you," retorted 
Vivian gravely, "to straighten your tie, 
which is very crooked." 

The Young Doctor laughed discon- 
certedly. 

Vivian came closer. In gayly patting 
his horse's neck, she let her other arm 
slide down until it rested against John's 
knee. He could not move without making 
himself liable to be classed as a prig, and 
fairly caught in the masculine temptation 
of hating to appear in that ilk, he sat still. 
But after a moment or two, he was able 
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to give his slight moving away an apparent 
casualty. Meanwhile Vivian had cooed 
to the horse, about whom she cared not 
in the very least. Finally John made an- 
other efiFort, feebly. 

"You would not like to come to the 
Ladies' Sewing Circle at the Minister's? 
They told me to ask you." 

Vivian flung away with a thrilling laugh. 

"You must come, whether you like it 
or not," she called, "and help me catch 
the bantam rooster. Look — Quick ! He 
is in the flowers again." 

John could do no less than fling his 
bridle over a fence picket and go to her 
help. 

The energetic bantam rooster led them, 
running, stumbling, dodging, shouting with 
laughter, a dozen times through the garden, 
and finally just escaped them over the stone 
wall, by leaving some of his tail feathers in 
John's hand. 
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By that time the Young Doctor had 
forgotten to consider the cause of his visit, 
because his mind was overcrowded to the 
exclusion of any other thought, with Vivian. 
Surely she, leaning breathless and bubbling 
against the wall beside him, was quite 
a suflScient reason in herself, for the seeking 
of any man; he need have no ulterior 
motive. 

Youth, which had never seemed very 
near John before, even in his boyhood, 
suddenly shook him in its tender clutch. 
He felt idle and irresponsible and amazingly 
witty. He wanted to laugh and to say 
clever things, and he even understood 
suddenly the amusement there might be in 
dancing, which he had derided all his sober 
life. But the only really important fact 
in the universe was the errant dimple in 
Vivian's left cheek. Why would it keep 
disappearing so heartlessly ? He bent nearer 
to see. 
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There was a quick whirl toward him, 
of what, he was never very distinct in his 
memory. He was only sure of perfume 
and scarlet flashings and enmeshing curls. 

John Brooks made two blind steps for- 
ward, before he came to himself. Then he 
drew a i^uddering breath, that was almost 
a sob, an4 turning abruptly, mounted his 
horse, and fairly ran away from the battle. 

Which was the nearest the Young Doctor 
ever came to a certain sin which some of 
them in the wilderness committed, and fell 
in one day three and twenty thousand. 
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That lovely, lonely coast is spread with 
islands. Variously sized, variously shaped, 
they assemble in scores, and soar in simple 
serenity above the waves. All have a 
crumpled rim of rocks. Their land is 
hidden by crowded, silent evergreens, that 
press each other close to the edge, and gaze 
over each other's shoulders, straining up- 
ward in living, teeming green. The dif- 
ferent shades of the trees ring one against 
another; yellowish green that looks soft 
as feathers; dark bluish green that is 
powdered with silver ; olives ; and a green 
that is almost black in the shadows. Spaces 
of blue water break in between the islands, 
to be cut by their splintering sides into 
hearts and oblongs of cabalistic charm. 
One by one the islands pile against each 
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other as they recede into the perspective, 
and ever beyond flows the sea. 

Basil and Vivian, on the morning after 
the doctor's visit, were floating in the 
dory among the nearest of the islands. 
Both felt keenly the loveliness of the scene, 
but their several ways were infinitely re- 
mote. To Basil the things unseen were of 
the surest bulk; the things unheard, the 
loudest. Of such was his bliss; in which 
he lived; and which he gave to others in 
innocent sympathy. Vivian, however, used 
intentionally all beauty as a stir to her 
emotions. 

Basil held the boat over a shallow bar, 
that stretched its sandy gold between two 
tiny islands. The level water melted into 
smoothness of the air, and around the 
islands umber shadows lay close. 

They landed on the larger island, and 
Basil dragged the boat high over the 
barnacles and seaweed; high over the 
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shattered rocks, to be safe from the turn of 
t^e tide. They built a fire in a little, 
backward shelving cove, and ate their 
dinner there. The driftwood burned with 
a palely blue flame, into which flashed 
emerald and rose sparks. The smoke rolled 
over on itself in great, white fluffs, and the 
edges started boldly away, only to flicker 
off suddenly into futile nothingness. Over 
^e top of tjie small cliff behind their 
heads peeped wild roses, and half way 
down hung harebells, that Basil pulled 
to make a wreath for Vivian's bonny head. 
They had reached an exquisite point of 
mutual, unanalyzing comprehension. The 
faint burgeoning of BasiFs passions had 
tranquilized Vivian's to an equalized con- 
tentment. Each wished, from divergent 
reasons, to hold aloof any possible ex- 
planation, fearing tb disturb the present 
by even bliss. They clung to simplicity, 
and played like childnen on a holiday. 
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Basil all his life had been joyous enough; 
now he was merry. They laughed as only 
those of one blood can. 

Later they wandered hand in hand 
through a half-hidden trail in the woods. 
It led to a clearing, a most unusual thing 
on these islands. But years ago there 
had been a farm there, and the open fields 
still remained to tell of a bygone home- 
stead and its thrift. Now steadily the 
wild was claiming her own again, and in- 
vadingly there was creeping about man's 
impotent planning, the signs of the coming 
large growth. Sweet fern and bayberry, 
low alders and princess pine, the precursors 
of trees, were stealthily springing in from all 
sides to resume the power of the forest. 
The ruins of the buildings were completely 
swallowed up and gone, by storm and time 
and inundating growth. 

But Basil and Vivian foimd two graves 
on the hill, whence there was a straight 
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sight away to the open ocean. Vivian 
knelt to pull back the high grass and read 
the inscriptions. 

"r do not understand/* she said per- 
plexedly. "One says: *To the memory 
of Captain Wentworth, lost at sea, aged 
22. Until the sea shall give up her dead'; 
and the other, why, nearly fifty years 
afterward: *Here lies the body of his wife 
PrisciUa.'*' 

"Why, yes," returned Basil. "He was 
drowned in conmiand of his ship, a very 
young man, and she put up tJiis stone to 
him. She used to sit here in all kinds of 
weather, looking always out through the 
islands there; I can just remember her. 
I suppose at first she hoped he might come 
back, and then there was no other life 
left her. She did not die until she was a 
bent, gray-headed woman, and she made 
the old Doctor promise that her body 
should lie here, still waiting." 
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Romance made an appeal to Vivian, 
but faithful constancy was something she 
could not comprehend. 

"Mon Dieu !'* she cried, springing gayly 
up. "Was she so ugly that she had to wait 
fifty years without a man !'* ' 

Basil was not disgusted with her shrug 
and smile, for the obvious reason that he 
did not understand them. 

As they rowed slowly homeward, the 
waves stretched flat before them, their 
motions showing only by the restless little 
shadows that broke and heaved and wavered 
across them in vanishing but unlimited 
lines. The mountains, lifting their grace- 
ful heads in the west, showed against the 
sunset in one smooth shade, slate blue. 
The little clearings that could be seen on 
their sides, when the sun was in the east, 
and the undulations in the regular, dense 
trees, had faded now indistinguishably 
into a soft mass. 
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"Some one is waving from the clifiF before 
Brick House/' said Vivian suddenly, "I 
think it is Mrs. ClifiFord. But do not let us 
go in yet ; we can say we did not see her/' 

Basil looked over his shoulder, 

"But we do see her/' he objected simply, 
and began to pull vigorously. "That is 
the way we always signal when any one 
is wanted, so we must hurry." 

Vivian was too tactful to argue the point, 
and they soon landed, and scrambled up 
the steep path. 

Mrs. ClifiFord met them at the top, with 
vast importance in her prim manner. 

"The Minister has called to see you,*' 
she announced to Vivian. 

It was evident that she was full of 
righteous satisfaction, tinged with a little 
maliciousness, at the thought of the lecture 
which she hoped the Minister wa3 about 
to deliver to that frivolous damsel. Vivian 
interrupted her complacency ruthlessly. 
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"I do not want to see him/* she declared 
coolly. 

"But he has called to see you/* reiterated 
Mrs. CliflFord. 

"I do not care, I shall not speak to him.** 

"Why not?** ejaculated the scandalized 
Mrs. CliflFord. 

"Because he bores me/* was the auda- 
cious answer. 

Mrs. CliflFord was literally too stunned 
to speak, and Vivian turned to Basil. 

"You tell him/* she said. 

Flinging away from them, she darted 
into the house, and they heard her run 
upstairs; heard her door slam, and the 
bolt shoot into place, while they stared 
at each other helplessly. 

Meanwhile the unhappy Mr. Elwin had 
been waiting in the best parlor. Urged 
by his wife*s curiosity, and his own con- 
science, he had come to Brick House, 
but most unwillingly. He felt himself 
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thwarted by the laughter which he ex- 
pected; before it he could not assume 
airs of authority and discipline. Of all 
things Mr. Elwin disliked being laughed 
at, and he uncomfortably suspected Vivian 
of having done so every time she had seen 
him. 

Now, when Basil entered and politely 
tried to explain that his cousin was too 
tired from her row to receive the honor of 
his visit, Mr. Elwin was ashamed to realize 
how relieved he was. 

Mrs. Clifford, however, was deeply in- 
censed. Indeed, she felt so strongly the 
insult to the powers that be, as represented 
in the person of the Minister, that Stephen, 
to whom she insisted upon pouring out 
the whole story, became very anxious for 
the result in her actions. For she declared 
stoutly that she would leave them if matters 
did not change more to her liking, and that 
soon. 
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Stephen was realizing more and more the 
necessity for interference on his part. Each 
hour that the cousins spent together was 
deteriorating in his opinion, and of possible 
calamitous consequences. The chains of 
New England immobility that bound him 
were fast giving way, and all considerations 
were growing faint in the flare of Basil's 
danger. He could have easily brought him- 
self now to turn Vivian from his doors; 
to order in short words her departure; 
but it was too late. No country lay so 
far distant, or was so hard of access, that 
Basil would not follow and find her. Other 
preventions must be used. 

Through fear of failiu-e, Stephen's life 
had been finally unified to its object, the 
securing of Basil's innocence. Also there 
would be no haggling as to price. 
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CHAPTER Xn 

Vivian was waiting in the garden, early 
one evening, for BasiFs return from an 
errand to the village wharves. Only a few 
days had elapsed since their stay on the 
lonely island, but their intimacy had made 
great gains. Vivian felt quite sure now 
of the boy, and that she would be able to 
mold him as she might choose. 

Basil had changed, and the change was 
this : he was realizing that something had 
come into his life as strong as his feeling 
for Nature.. It was a great surprise to 
him, for he had believed himself to be al- 
ways satisfied and replete with his be- 
loved wild, and had never considered any 
other object necessary to his affections; 
But now this dear cousin had become so 
engrossing that the two definite interests 
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ranked side by side, one the concomitant 
of the other, as strong, as sure. Neither 
did they in the least interfere, but together 
they sprang up in his heart in perfect accord. 
This knowledge of himself made Basil 
even more happy than he had always been. 
With the simplicity of a child, he took 
Vivian^s love for granted, troubling him- 
self with no ordinary lover's mawkish mis- 
givings. Life for him was far too plain 
and sweet, and all sensations were too 
much a matter of course, for him to spend 
useless time in analyzing shades of emotions 
or effects of reciprocity. He was always 
wont to take his own experiences unques- 
tioningly, and he now included Vivian's 
in the same manner. 

It was very still in the garden. Through 
the flat ice-blue of the sky a few stars 
pricked palely. From the troublous sea 
came a wonderful Sapphic lilt, broidered 
with tender breath catches of waiting. 
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yet ever beneath and through the pauses 
flowed powerful, continuous sound. The 
shapes of the surrounding spruces were 
welded together by dun-colored shadows 
into vague bulks, save where their slim 
tops soared in clearest fretwork against 
the sky. Dank, clinging odors of mold 
and soggy bark came from about the old 
sunken pool, its stagnant water gleaming 
with blue iridescence, while a wan wisp 
of mist floated above it like the forlorn 
wing of a lost bird. The flowers were 
decolorized, and showed ghosts of past 
joys. 

Vivian paced up and down, huddling 
her draperies around her, and shivering with 
fugitive emotion. 

Presently the sound for which she longed 
came faintly through the woods, the usual 
precursor of Basil^s approach ; lovely, linked 
notes. 

He saw his songs tremble before him in 
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crystalline purenes3, welling with throbbing, 
prismatic color : 

" Follow me down isles of tall trees, far leading. 
Where frail flakes of gold through the still air flicker/' 

A little rose-soaked wind wandered va- 
grantly up the path, and there was a flutter 
of scattered petals, their color like water, 
their smell like myrrh. Piercingly a wake- 
ful bird sobbed once. 

He came, swiftly seeking her, and bent 
at her side. 

For them, magical, luminous clouds 
circled the earth in amaranthine folds. 
As they went to the old stone seat, dark 
leaves crowded close about them to make 
a shelter, while beyond, an ivory wall of 
safety stood fast. 

In the heaping shadows at the sides of 
the garden, blossomed strange blue stalks 
that swayed to the rhythm of a wistful 
lover breeze, and dissolved in its arms, into 
mist and fragrance and sliding dew. 
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The triumphant rune of Basil's singing 
sounded again: 

" In the forest lies a pool of green water. 
On its mossy edges hoof -prints deep sunken.*' 

Forj them came crisp, pimgent tastes, 
from the depths of the unknown sea, to 
plash against their mouths. 

The odors of night, bom out of her 
swarming breath by wind and moisture 
and heavy stillness, caused them delicious, 
acrid dizziness. 

The dusky lyre of night's holding, purple- 
wreathed, shadow-strung, rang resonant 
chords of rapturous evanescence. 

Millions of stars burned in uncounted 
glory, cleaving the gulfs of space with 
silver rays. Their separate pulsations 
pierced each in a lucent shaft from the 
serene center of a color, — a color delicate, 
elusive, satisfying, but untamable to the 
tangible leash of words- Their fine es- 
sence sprang into roseate bloom that 
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trembled down through the soundless 
air. 

Basil and Vivian were contented with 
the suflSciency of luring. 

The charm of love's bafflement suited 
them. 

Basil sang again : 

"Frail flakes of gold; 
Frail flakes of gold ; 
That flicker, waver, and faint home.** 
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CHAPTER Xin 

Stephen was striding rapidly up the 
road from the village, the next noon. 

Mrs. Clifford had fulfilled her threats; 
she was gone. The fact that she knew 
of Basil's and Vivian's remaining together 
in the garden the night before, till nearly 
dawn, had been the ultimatum of her 
endurance. She had come to Stephen this 
morning with vociferations, and announced 
that she would no more submit to such 
happenings, nor be a party to their con- 
tinuance. Stephen was at this moment 
returning from taking some of her belong- 
ings down the hill to her aunt's home. 

He ground his teeth in fury as he realized 
bitterly that it had come to this; that a 
decent woman would stay no longer in 
Brick House. The good repute of a home- 
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stead was crushed and brought to naught, 
by the wile of a wicked smile. 

Rats left a sinking ship. 

The Doctor, whose people had been the 
friends of his family for two generations, 
had done his best. Vivian had flaunted 
him, and the result was that he had taken 
his final departure. Stephen did not know 
the whole truth of their intercourse, or 
he would have been still more enraged and 
humiliated. 

The Minister, Vivian would not even see, 
and he had paid his last call at Brick House. 

Events were narrowing about Stephen's 
way; all circiunstances pressing him for- 
ward jto the strait outcome of personal 
action. It was left for lym, by every 
infallible sign, to act. Something must 
be done. 

As he came through the field by the side 
of the house, he realized suddenly the com- 
ing Autunm. Its first touches of dampness 
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were in the air; its first flecks of individ- 
ualistic color showed in the dull copper 
of the blackberry vines, and a wound of 
scarlet on one maple bough. A far-away 
fog bank pushed its gray blot with creep- 
ing threat. ' 

Reaching the shore path, he saw that 
Vivian was disappearing down over the 
cliffs, gazing intently at something below 
her. Her manner led him to the instant 
conclusion, which he was already primed 
to receive, that she was bent upon some 
nefarious practice, and he followed cau- 
tiously. Peering over the edge, he saw 
her scramble quickly among the rocks, 
gain the entrance to the cave, and slip 
inside. He at once threw himself flat, 
to spy through the slit, down irito the cave. 
It was brightly lit by the pale opal glitter 
of sea-reflected sunlight, and he could 
easily see Vivian as she crouched within^it. 
Her whole interest was evidently centered 
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on some object out in the water; although 
careful to keep herself hidden, she was 
looking eagerly from the cavers opening. 
He followed the direction of her gaze, and 
saw what had drawn her there. 

Basil had taken advantage of the noon's 
short warmth, and the recollection that 
summer days were fast dwindling to the 
chill point of Autunm, to go swinmiing. 
He had thrown his clothes on the shore, 
and faced the cold water with youthful 
vitality. Bounding across the rocks until 
he reached one suflSciently far out to dive 
from, he had hurled himself down in a long, 
strong curve. Sinking through the exhilar- 
ating swirl, he felt its tingling elasticity 
hurtle against his body, and yielded him- 
self to its shock joyfully. He turned 
slowly under the water, trying gropingly 
to pierce the green translucency that 
quivered with struggling sparkles. He 
heard the tap of spray on the beach, muted 
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into heaving tumults. Rising to the sur- 
face, he sprang out upon the waves, 
straightening his lithe body, and thrilling 
with crude strength. His utter oneness 
with the sea as he pressed himself against 
her, floating and swinging and twisting 
through its waters, brought him the sense 
of a perfect caress. His amorous arms 
took all their desire of the live water. 
As he faced the shore again, he swam with 
even overhead strokes, reaching each arm 
in turn to its full length, and beating 
down to his sides with rhythmic force. 
Coming out on to the beach, he paused 
for a moment, ankle deep in the swash 
between two flat rocks, to look with a 
smile at some small sea friend. He was 
of course entirely unconscious of the two 
watchers. 

To Stephen the lust of the eye was an 
actual sin, and he was deeply horrified as 
he realized what Vivian was doing. Yet 
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there came to him withal a strange, 
mihallowed satisfaction in the justification 
of his judgment. He had instinctively 
recognized Vivian as a wanton, and he 
was now grimly relieved to find himself, 
however sadly, correct. 

Basil was standing with the sun full on 
his dripping naked flesh; every shapely 
muscle, every graceful strength, showing 
as if cut in marble. One nervy knee was 
slightly bent, as he leaned his weight 
sideways, and one virile, satiny arm rested 
on his hip. His other hand was raised 
in an attitude of exquisite surprise as he 
contemplated the pool at his feet. His 
curly hair was throwing off the wet in 
a hundred jewels, and lifting itself to 
crinkle about his laughing face. So he 
stood for a dozen breaths, then with a 
shiver, seized his clothes and swung him- 
self gayly up the cliff. Passing his brother 
with a slightly startled look, and a casual 
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word, he plunged quickly into the shelter 
of the low evergreens in order to gain the 
bam, beneath their shield. 

Stephen waited, crustily. 

Presently Vivian emerged from the cave. 
Then as Stephen gripped the rock, a nervous 
twitch of his hand loosened a pebble, which, 
leaving its primal bed, rolled quietly down, 
to carry one message, and then find another 
age-long lodgment. Its message was one 
of fear. 

For as Vivian looked up from the pebble's 
bounding, she caught sight of Stephen, 
and felt a gasping fear, all the more appall- 
ing, because it was so sudden; so imex- 
pected. She had known of his stony dis- 
approval, but not dreamed of the direful 
ire plainly shown now by his attitude and 
face. But his determined hatred was too 
real to be overlooked; too strenuous to 
be discounted. She must needs deal with 
it, and fight it, as she best could. Before, 
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however, meeting what expression of its 
force Stephen might see fit to direct upon 
her, she thought helplessly that she must es- 
cape and have a little tranquillity in which 
to marshal her vigor against this unforeseen 
enemy. 

That she was quite simply without any 
shame, or outraged modesty, from the 
position in which she had been found, 
was but natural to her character. 

She had just enough self-possession left 
to pretend that she had not seen Stephen. 
He had drawn back somewhat, and Vivian 
followed the ordinary path upward, until 
nearly the spot where it would have led 
her past Stephen. Then turning abruptly, 
but with apparent imconcem, to the left, 
she laboriously pulled herself up the rocks 
to the shore path. Instead of here going 
towards the house, she walked, constrain- 
ing herself to do so slowly for a few rods 
in the other direction, in plain sight. 
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then suddenly dove down the Kttle trail 
that led through the lower woods. Much 
relieved by the screen of dense growth, 
she felt herself, for the time being, safe 
and protected. She would proceed on 
the trail until it branched back through 
the fields to Brick House. In another 
instant, however, with an icy contraction 
of the throat, it flashed upon her that 
Stephen was grimly following her. 

Then terror mounted to blind her. The 
fear that vitiated her vitals, she had neither 
the intelligence to subdue, nor the resolu- 
tion to combat. She gave way cringingly 
to its gnawing, and fled, hag-ridden. 

Soon the trail led out on to the Brick 
House lane, and half a mile further this 
gained the main road, leading to the 
village on the one hand, and up to the hill 
settlement on the other. 

Vivian, with the quick hope that Stephen 
would naturally conclude her gone to the 
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village, turned in the other direction. On 
she ran, stumbling, and sobbing with dread- 
ful lack of breath. The peaceful road 
wound between its great evergreens that 
purred in the soft breeze, and by the way- 
side grew fire-wort and thistles and bay- 
berry bushes ; while tassel-like ferns floated 
from the mossy chinks of bowlders. In 
a little marshy spot, on the bridge over 
which her flying footsteps rang hollow, 
were white turtlehead, and the saffron 
jeweled-weed. The strange lack of song 
birds, and small wood creatures, added to 
the loneliness that at another time would 
have appalled this child of the city, but 
now Vivian*s only thought was to lose her- 
self in as complete solitude as possible. 

Still Stephen followed, and she realized 
it. 

She knew where, up here, an old church 
stood on the outskirts of a half-deserted 
village, for she had driven by it once with 
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Basil. Her continental training came to 
her aid instinctively, for she was almost 
beyond coherent planning, in a vague 
idea of sanctuary. If she could but gain 
the sacred portals, no one would dare 
molest or make her afraid. Pushing on, 
she at last saw the white spire, and follow- 
ing its beckoning, she reached breathlessly 
the gateway of the church. 

On one side lay the graveyard, sur- 
rounded by low, dark firs. The tombstones 
leaned toward one another, as if in rest- 
fulness, and the carefully tended grass 
glowed brightly. In the white church 
were long windows, each topped with its 
fan-shaped, green blind, and steep steps 
led up to the green front door. High above 
rose the spire. Its bell tolled weekly, a 
warning to the souls of men, that was echoed 
a mile away by its brother of the bell buoy, 
ringing to warn their bodies. 

Vivian rushed across the circular drive- 
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way, up the steps, and threw herself 
against the door. To her despair it was 
locked, and would not yield to her frantic 
pressure. She had not calculated on New 
England cautiousness and thrift. She had 
just time to slip down and hide herself 
behind a gravestone when Stephen entered 
the gate. 

He came somberly forward, looking 
darkly about him. Although Vivian did 
not know it, all the Enthomes of Cran- 
berry Cove, whose bodies were not suffer- 
ing a sea change, lay buried in this hill 
cemetery. To Stephen the vicinity of the 
church brought no softening of his resent- 
ment or lifting of his gloom. On the 
contrary, he was here more than ever re- 
minded of his strait-living ancestors and 
their decent traditions. They had known 
desperately hard circumstances; also they 
had never been popular, or much beloved 
by their neighbors. But through all their 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE GOD OF THE BEES 145 

days they had been respectable. Never 
before had the soil of scandal touched 
one of their women, nor the blighting of 
evil intentions their youths. To his own 
personal vindictiveness against Vivian, was 
added a stern condemnation of her, in 
having lowered the standards of their race. 
The futile white heat of his anger became 
hardened to the steely adamant of righteous 
hatred. Vivian was condemned. 

He was on the whole glad that he did 
not now find her. He saw only dimly as yet 
the outlines of the potentiality awakening 
action in which he must be the chief per- 
former, and which would be resultant 
soon enough. The hideous menace of a 
growing resolve brooded in the back- 
ground of his life, and its shadows were 
developing into a storm of annihilation. 

Slowly turning, Stephen took his rigid 
way back through the woods. 

Some time after his departure, a willowy 
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figure rose trembling from between the 
tombstones, and glided away on bis foot- 
steps. 

The Church spire swam silver in the 
limpid light, and the shadows darkened 
across the graves of the Enthomes. 
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It was the next day. Basil and Vivian 
were again in his dory, in the height of 
the afternoon, drifting over the faint swells. 

Basil understood now why such a love 
for Nature had been his all through his 
days. He realized it with a suffocating 
plunging of his pulses. Through all his 
identification with the wild, all his gentle, 
loving puzzling over her laws, he had 
been unconsciously preparing for the frui- 
tion of his life. He had waited and sought, 
without knowing it, for this beautiful 
woman at his side. 

The two loves in Basil's heart, lately so 
distinct, each in the several charm of its 
tenderness, were fused now. They blended 
into one ideal sentiment, each lending all 
its rapture and truth to the other, and from 
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the result came a perfection of florescence. 
The refulgent blossoming of passion had 
come. He thrilled through all his being 
at the thought of wooing his mate. 

Vivian sat behind him, as he lay in the 
bow. She was more deeply moved in 
her relationship with Basil than ever before 
in all her wicked, careless life. As she 
leaned close to him now, the uneven beats 
of her heart shook her, and her red lips 
were full with the weight of imbom kisses. 
, Softly Basil began to speak, trying to 
put his thoughts into comprehensible form 
for Vivian. With a sudden rush of words, 
he felt himself able for the first time in his 
life to express the images which were 
always present to his striving poet*s heart. 
/ "Cousin Vivian, love is interest; interest 

in each thought of the other, from the 
highest aspiration to the lowest whim. 

"Love is the call of one pigeon to its 
mate, low and insistent and sweet; it is 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE GOD OF THE BEES 149 

the fighting of one stag for its doe, brave 
and ruthless and true, 

"It is like two metals that I once saw 
at a forge, hotter than fire and as bright, 
that at a touch were welded together, 
until each was more surely the other than 
its very self. 

"It is the catch of the breath, when the 
first bluebird of Spring flashes its wings 
across the dull meadow, 

"It is like a still pool, where pale buds 
float and die, 

"It is all the immined jewels, and all 
the unsung poems. 

"It is the breath of all wild creatures, 
and their freedom and their bounding. 

"It is like the always beginning, forever 
tantalizing, fleeing of one wave before 
another. 

"It is motion so swift that it reaches 
the center, and is still; it is the saga of 
night, so loud and vast that it becomes the 



Digitized by 



Google 



150 THE GOD OF THE BEES 

epitome of sound, and hence its extreme, 
silence, . 

It is the sheen of all colors, and the 
fling of every dance. 

"It is the solving of the labyrinth. 

"It is like the faith of a dog. 

"It is the touch of flesh on flesh, when 
apprehension is quenched in adoration. 

"At last and at best, it is every home- 
coming in the^world.'* 
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CHAPTER XV 

It was dusk when they landed. 

As they sauntered through the garden, 
they were arguing tensely. Basil was im- 
perious, insistent; Vivian coquettish and 
withal a trifle startled. Basil's passion 
once aroused, he was too virile a man not 
to be brutal, and her miserable little soul 
cowered delightedly before t^e cataclysm 
she had evoked. 

Neither knew that Stephen, standing 
behind a clump of spruces, could hear 
every word. 

Finally Basil lost patience. Seizing her 
right hand in his left, he pulled her arm 
straight down at her side, and forced her to 
turn and look at him. 

" Promise,*' he demanded, "promise that 
you will meet me to-night in the cave imder 
the bluflf, where it will be safe and warm 
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and dark. Promise. No one can trouble 
us. It is safe and warm and dark." 

She hesitated, wavered, and then yielding, 
murmured a low assent. For another in- 
stant they stood close, talking softly, then 
Vivian broke from him and fled into the 
house. 

Basil threw back his young head, and 
laughed aloud with the gladness of vital 
energy. Striding across to the stone seat, 
he dropped down upon it at full length, 
gazing up at the splashes of scarlet drawn 
athwart the sky, even tp the east, and 
himmaing gayly. 

Stephen followed him. Standing over 
the lad, he looked down at his supple 
strength, his massive lithesomeness, with 
the tenderness of a father*s love. 

"Basil," he said, "I must speak. Are 
you so infatuated that you deceive yourself ? 
Do you not know that it is sin on which you 
are bent?" 
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It was so unusual for Stephen to spend 
words on anything beyond the affairs of 
everyday life, that Basil, utterly unsus- 
picious of anything further, and buried 
deep in the haze of his own pleasure, hardly 
heard his brother's words, and did not at 
all comprehend their carefully planned 
purport. He smiled vaguely, and his smile 
seared Stephen's heart like a flick of vitriol, 
for in its light flashed the weary stretch 
of the future when his way would be lonely 
of his brother. Apprehension did not de- 
ter Stephen from what he considered his 
duty. 

"Basil,'' he pleaded again, "listen to me. 
Vivian is not what you think her." 

This awakened Basil to the realization 
that Stephen was trying to influence him 
against their cousin, which did not al- 
together surprise him, for he had known of 
Stephen's lack of sympathy with the girl. 
So far from allowing it to affect his own feel- 
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ings, he merely laughed with the arrogance 
of triumph. 

"You do not know what you are talking 
about/* he said curtly. 

Stephen persisted, in his slow, ponderous 
speech: 

"I cannot name what she is, here at the 
door of our mother's home, but her presence 
taints its air. You must give up all thoughts 
of her, she would lead you to grievous 
crime." 

The boy started to his feet in a sudden 
rage that was ready to vent itself wildly. 
But the ebb of his anger was as sudden, 
for a strange pity gripped him for the elder 
man, who could not understand love and 
life and Vivian. After all, he thought, 
poor old Stephen had never understood 
anything. 

With quiet dignity he said : 

"You must not speak so of the woman I 
love.'' 
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Then Stephen straightened himself and 
said a few words, that* trembled away 
into the sunset, never to be recalled, never 
to be unsaid. 

Basil went white with the deadly hurt. 
For a moment they stood in quietude. 
Then Basil passed his brother as if unaware 
of his existence, and left him. 

Stephen Enthome stood in the fading 
light, and made his bargain with God. 

He would kill Vivian. 

There was no other way; no other pos- 
sibility by which Basil could be saved. 
All other methods had been proved as 
futile as the broken reeds of a freshet. 
Also he would do it at once, before their 
assi^ation for this coming night could 
be accomplished. 

But the God of his fathers was a just God. 
Vengeance would follow the murderer. 
Stephen's soul must pay the price for Basil's. 
The creed of his day was Stephen's, and he 
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believed quite simply that he would be 
damned through all eternity for the deed 
of murder, but he calmly accepted the 
penalty. He had balanced the two and was 
willing to give his salvation for Basil's. 
The God of his fathers was just, and would 
see to the saving of Basil. 

With iron composiu*e he made his plans. 

He had heard all the details of their 
arrangements, and knew that Vivian was 
to wait until she thought the house quiet 
for the night, when she was to creep past 
Basil's door, on which she was to tap three 
times. Then she was to go down to the 
cave, where Basil would follow her. 

The three met at supper. Stephen's 
manner was quite as usual, as he cut the 
cold chicken and helped the blueberry pie. 
But Basil was silent and stem. Vivian, 
behind the teapot, exerted furtive tact to 
keep matters smooth, dreading she knew not 
what imknown quarrel between the men. 
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Before Stephen left the house at mid- 
night, he went stealthily to Basil's door. 
The plaster above it was rotten and falling, 
and wrenching off a small piece he slipped 
it on to the latch in such a way that it 
held the catch from opening. Yet from 
the constant dropping of fragments, this 
lodgment of this particular one would seem 
quite accidental. It would cause, he knew, 
only the delay of a few moments, for Basil 
would either kick the door open, or climb 
out of the window down the strong, old 
vines, an oft-repeated escapade of his 
childhood. Those few moments were all 
Stephen wanted. 

It was the brilliant full of the mocm, 
and Stephen was at some pains to conceal 
himself near the head of the precipitous 
cave path. 

As Vivian came toward him, her white 
garments trailed about her, and the moon- 
light glittered on a spangled scarf of black 
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drawn over her bare shoulders. Her curls 
were loosened, and floated to her dancing 
steps, and with a leering smile she came 
to her death. 

Stephen had stepped close behind her, 
as she started downward to the shore, 
and his heavy hands were on her shoulders 
before she was aware of his presence. 
A deathly terror bent her, but her cry for 
help was actually choked, for her head 
struck and her neck was broken, as she 
plunged downward to the rocks below. 

Five minutes later came Basil, hurrying 
from his vexing delay, and all a-quiver 
with the excitation of apprehended happi- 
ness. Then half way down, by the garish 
moonlight, he saw Vivian's crumpled body, 
like a trodden rose. The song in his throat 
turned to a shriek on the same breath. 
He never sang again. 

In a bound he reached the bottom. With 
wild affright he sought to revivify the 
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vanished spark in his sweetheart's breast, 
and to awaken again the love light in 
her eyes, fast glazing under the moon. 
In horror he smote the yet warm hands, 
and pressed the relaxing lips with his 
burning ones. 

Then gathering her close to his heart, 
he climbed up the steep path, never think- 
ing of the superhuman feat of strength. 
As he entered the garden, his calls brought 
Stephen in his night clothes from his room. 
Horrified, Stephen struggled to light a 
lamp, and then watched Basil in silence. 

The boy entered the home of their fore- 
fathers, and laid their cousin's dead body 
at his brother's feet. The two looked 
long and steadily into each other's pale 
faces. Then Basil turned, and the brother 
who had lain on Stephen's heart as a baby, 
went out of his presence, his enemy. 

It was Stephen who laid Vivian's poor 
body in decent composure ; it was Stephen 
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who went for help to the nearest neigh- 
bors; it was Stephen who said and did 
all that had to be said and done that awful 
night. 

To the ejaculations of dread and amaze- 
ment, and to all the eager questionings 
from kind but officious acquaintances, he 
made coherent, sad answers. He explained 
that Vivian had slipped in walking on the 
shore path, had fallen down the cliffs and 
been killed, and that Basil, half crazed 
with grief at her death, had wandered 
away into the woods. 

vOnly once he nearly broke down. It 
was when the Yoimg Doctor took his 
hand, in the clasp that sustains, and begged 
him to rest. Then Stephen trembled 
pathetically, and looking into those true 
eyes, said in a whisper : 

"You will find Basil, Doctor? He — 
he would not stay with me.'* 

The Young Doctor promiged, and never 
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was pledge of John Brooks' unfulfilled, 
so far as his own power went. 

For hours he sought the boy in every 
haunt which he could call to mind. The 
sun was high before he remembered Basil's 
catboat, moored in the bay near the village 
wharves, and rowed out to it. In this last 
venture he was correct, for as he neared 
the boat, he described Basil asleep on a pile 
of oilskins upon the little deck, and saw by 
his drenched clothes that he had swam out. 
As he hailed him, Basil lifted his weary 
head, and John realized pityingly that he 
must have cried himself into exhaustion 
and so to sleep. 

He was quiet enough now, and submitted 
with gentle indifference to John's suggestion 
of returning to land. 

As they rowed back through the sparkling 
water, John said cheerfully: 

"Stephen is anxiously waiting for you 
at home." 
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Whereupon Basil's face grew suddenly 
blank, as if all expression had been struck 
from it by a blow, and he answered slowly: 

"I shall not go back there, ever/' 

"Why not?** asked the Young Doctor, 
astounded. 

"Because Stephen is not sorry that Vivian 
is dead,'* said Basil simply. 

It was the only explanation which he 
made, then or afterward, of his refusal 
to return to Brick House; a refusal that 
obtained for the residue of his life. 

John, extremely puzzled, took the boy 
to his own home, where good Miss Brooks 
was overjoyed to receive him. She and 
the Young Doctor did all in their power to 
comfort and pet him, and in some respects 
their task was easier than they had feared, 
for Basil was surprisingly docile and ame- 
nable to advice, save in the case of returning 
to Brick House, or of holding any com- 
munication with his brother. Indeed his 
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state was so listless, and initiative seemed 
so lacking, that John began to fear that 
some spring of life had been vitiated, either 
in the strain of the night chill or in the 
loaded struggle up the rocks. 
' Coming and going between the two places 
the next few days, John tried to adjust 
matters as much as possible; to appease 
Stephen's disappointment in Basil's ab- 
sence; to interest Basil in Stephen's 
thoughtful arrangements for Vivian's 
burial; and, hardest of all, to allay the 
village gossip. 

To have seemly and proper funerals for 
their dead, had ever been an Enthome 
custom, and Stephen had decided that 
Vivian's was to be no exception to the 
general regulation. Basil's non-appearance 
was a breach of etiquette that Cranberry 
Cove would have to accept, but everything 
else should be done in order. 

On the appointed day Stephen sat in 
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the place of chief mourner. He was des- 
perately lonely, but not unhappy, be- 
cause he had won that for which he had 
* bargained, — Basil's innocence. When the 
time came he would be ready to pay the 
price exacted, which was his own soul. It 
was all quite simple. The God of his 
fathers was a just God. 

As the procession wound through the 
hill cemetery, Basil watched it from the 
wood. When all was completed, and the 
nioumers gone, he stole out and threw 
himself upon the fresh grave. Naught 
was Summer save a fleeting wing; naught 
was Summer save an out-turned rose; 
naught was daylight save a coming star. 
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After a couple of weeks, Basil left the 
Young Doctor's house, with gratitude on 
his part, and mutual feelings of affection. 

He took up his abode in the village. To 
the credit of the hospitable fisher folk, be 
it said there was not a household that 
would not gladly have taken him for an 
inmate, but Basil had too much of the 
sturdy self-respect of his race to be depend- 
ent on any one's bounty. He wished to 
maintain himself. This he found no diffi- 
culty in doing, for his skill at fishing, gar- 
dening, and caring for animals was great, 
and he soon had sufficient odd jobs to keep 
him lucratively employed. Where he had 
before numbered his acquaintances by the 
couple, he now counted his friends by the 
dozen. His beauty, his pathetic story 
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and his attacked health, resultant however 
indirectly from his romantic grief, all 
endeared him to the women; while the 
men found him not only obliging, but 
useful. Children and dogs, adoring, came 
near to swamping his footsteps. Yet he 
was no more really comprehended than in 
old days. 

Basil's feeling for Nature, and his strange, 
almost eerie conmiunication with her, con- 
tinued always. But during the short blaze 
of his passion for Vivian it had been con- 
centrated on his mate; that adoration 
comprising the love of all beauty, however 
manifested. Since her death, he had risen 
above mere love of person to a most 
complete unity with the infinite poise 
and eternal rest of Nature. This assuaged 
his sorrow as nothing else could have done, 
giving him a secret support and refuge. 
He became more and more of a wanderer, 
passing days and nights at a time in the 
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woods, or afloat on the purple sea. At 
such hours he was not really unhappy. 
He could put his thoughts into words now 
no more than he had ever been able to do. 
He knew that he had merely gone back 
to the domain that had ever waited, since 
his childhood, for him, and now rested in its 
dim twilight of content, where neither the 
storms of rapture nor despair could ever 
penetrate more. He had reached the acme 
of his love for Nature, where the impersonal 
absence of desires became sustaining peace 
and calm wisdom. 

His attitude towards mundane things 
became more than ever visionary. His 
aloofness was great, but marked always 
by the very charm of his appealing quies- 
cence. He was considered by the harshest 
critics as much lacking in common sense, 
a highly prized commodity in the village 
life. But his pure, quiet face carried its 
own exquisite explanation of the dreamer 
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to those to whom it was given to discrimi- 
nate. No one could have refuted the fact 
that he was now the most beloved man, 
save the Yoimg Doctor, in Cranberry Cove. 

Basil and Stephen had not yet met 
since Vivian's death. They had been 
within the length of the village street once 
or twice, but as both were anxious to avoid 
an encounter, they had succeeded in never 
looking again into eadi other's eyes. Living 
as they did within a few nules, it seemed 
strange that they could be so utterly 
separated. But Basil was careful to keep 
away from the vicinity of Brick House, 
not even sailing within its proximity, and 
Stephen came down from the promontory 
only on the rarest occasion of straitest 
necessity now. He was become a recluse, 
and was considered a misanthrope by the few 
with whom he had the inevitable dealings 
that supplied his scanty household needs. 

It was about a year after Vivian's death 
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that Basil married, or more properiy speak- 
ing was married by, the prettiest giri in 
Cranberry Cove. He seemed rather to 
acquiesce gently in her aflfection, than to 
manifest any inclinations of his own. It 
was said of him, by the lounging wits at 
the village store, that he was too lazy to 
oppose her love-making. The truth was, 
that feeling his own life over, so far as 
any keen sensations went, he was glad of 
so palpable a chance of making a woman 
happy. Also the indolence of failing health, 
which falls in with any plan that may sug- 
gest itself, rather than take the trouble to 
think out an alternative, conduced largely 
to his marriage. 

His wife was somewhat of an heiress, 
having mherited from her people one of 
the fishermen's old houses near the shore. 
It stood close to the water's edge, in a 
sheltered part of the bay, and from its 
rocks beat ever the cello sob of the sea. 
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The slope was covered with tawdry grass, 
under a few small apple trees, that were 
low-bent by their wrestles with wet winds. 
The house itself was covered with weather- 
harmonized shingles, which looked as if 
they must be soft to the touch, so smooth 
was their blue-gray tint. The eaves hung 
far over, and the small-paned windows 
were almost lost beneath them. By the 
front door. grew lilac and syringa bushes, 
cheerful and sturdy, and before it a white 
picket fence drew an exact square. Over 
the shallow porch was a gilt bird, once the 
prow piece of a gallant ship ; and on each 
side stood a conch shell, carefully honored 
flotsam of long-ago voyages. Inside, the 
steep stairs almost prevented the opening 
of the front door, but once edged safely 
past them, the generous hearth gave a 
homely welcome. The irregular cupboards 
that flanked the brick chimney, and the 
iron crane, had helped toward many a 
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cheery meal, and the fire seemed to purr 
softly an echo of the sighs of content 
that had been breathed before its ancestors. 

Here the young people took up their 
abode. Basil's state of health became 
decidedly worse as the Winter passed and 
the Spring approached. 

The Young Doctor coming in, one morn- 
ing, found him sitting in a flood of pale, 
sunshiny air, with old Sport at his feet, 
gazing at him in utter bliss. Basil was 
softly pulling the dog's ears, and hardly 
roused himself to speak to his friend. After 
a few questions, John ceased to trouble him, 
and sat sadly watching the youthful body 
and peaceful face. But that afternoon he 
took his way to Brick House. 

He found Stephen in the bam, who 
greeted him with as much civility as he 
ever showed now to any one. The two 
men sat down on an old wagon seat near 
the great open door. After a few common- 
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places, John came abruptly to the object 
of his visit by saying : 

"Do you realize how ill Basil is ?" 

The muscles high in Stephen's cheeks 
quivered, as he clenched his teeth, but 
he only answered: 

"No." Then again, slowly, "No." 

Carefully looking away from his com-p 
panion, the Young Doctor continued in 
his characteristic way, that was kind by 
being ruthless and leaving no chance for 
unnerving doubts: 

"It is heart disease. He has never been 
right since — your cousin's death. I feared 
that Autumn that he had the beginnings. 
Of late, I have known." 

"Do you mean — " Stephen could say 
no more. 

"I mean," said John, gently, "that as 
you and Basil have been for some months 
unhappily estranged, it is now a right 
and wise time to become friends again." 
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Stephen rose and moved about the bam, 
unheeding his steps. He paced aimlessly 
back and forth, looking at the floor without 
seeing it, while John waited. At last he 
came and stood before John ; his eyes were 
searching now, and John met their gaze 
encouragingly, 

"Did Basil send you for me?'* asked 
Stephen. 

"No,'* said John, "but I feel sure that 
if you would come down and see him, you 
both, he as well as you, would be glad." 

"Then it is only your own idea?" 

"Hardly my own idea that men should 
seek to be reconciled to their fellow men," 
said the Young Doctor, stoutly. "Come, 
Stephen, don't be stiflf-necked ; come with 
me. 

"Has Basil asked for me at all?" 
demanded Stephen. 

John was forced to answer sadly, "No." 

Stephen swung on the word, as if the 
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conversation were quite finished and settled, 
and went absently into the house. 

The Young Doctor could only mount 
his horse and ride away. As he passed 
the garden, he turned in his saddle to look 
back at it, and think of the bloom of a 
Summer day that was gone. That hour 
there with Vivian was often in John's 
thoughts. Had she lived to haunt with 
her maddening presence his daily duties, 
the rooms and lanes where she never came, 
its memories would have been unhappy. 
But death, with its marvelous charity, 
had tranquilized his disillusionment. The 
dead need not to be judged. So John 
felt that he might keep a space in his 
heart, where he could devotedly listen to 
a girl's fresh laugh, and from thence bear 
away the inspiration of beauty to his 
work. For his years were to be drearily 
empty of other affections and other excite- 
ments. Yet he looked forward contentedly 
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enough, knowing himself to be one of those 
who are too busy with others' sorrows 
to have much time for bewailing their own. 
The scale of his loneliness would have 
weighed heavily, had not the burdens he 
bore for his people lightened its swinging, 
and made the balance true. 
Basil did not live to see his son. 
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Eighteen years passed. 

During that time Stephen Enthome had 
lived alone at Brick House, although his 
memory was so overcrowded that he felt 
himself at times jostled by its chimeras. He 
had grown to be an old man, for the pressure 
of dreariness dragging on the days, had 
pulled them far beyond their real length. 

He had not been actively unhappy, 
only lonely and depressed. Even Basil's 
early death was not wholly displeasing to 
him, for it did but make the boy safer, and 
surer in his purity. Had Basil lived, 
Stephen would have seen no more of him, 
for they had been separated, in Stephen's 
opinion, for life and for death, by, his own 
deliberate act. It was not in him to repine 
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at the inevitable result of his deed, and he 
accepted the loneliness resignedly. 

Stephen had dwelt with the great things ; 
henceforth it was not in the power of the 
smaller to trouble him. But he had some- 
what lost the sense of perspective, and 
become confused as to the relative value 
of things. Always apart from the life 
of the village, he was now utterly sufficient 
to himself. His isolation from his neighbors 
was so complete that he did not even know 
Basil's widow and child by sight. 

He lived almost wholly in the past, 
for the present barely existed for him, its 
colorless monotony hardly creating an image 
in his mind. 

So of necessity he lingered over old days, 
and trod again old pathways in the years. 
The memories of Basil : winning as a child ; 
gay and powerful as a fisherman; even 
arrogant and joyous as a lover; were ever 
present to him. He pondered on every 
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phase of the boy, until to do so became 
an obsession with him. It was an entirely 
peaceful one. 

The knowledge that he had so served 
his brother was quite enough to shed sweet- 
ness and light on his own sad life. That 
he had surely saved Basil's soul alive 
was to Stephen as firm a belief as the 
instinctive one in the sun's rising. God 
did not mock His people; He did not give 
a stone for bread. Omnipotent Justice 
was strong and swift and keen. Stephen 
had done his part, and he knew God would 
do His. Basil was safe. 

Summer had come again in the round 
of the year. 

On a certain afternoon in August Stephen 
began one of his slow prowls about Brick 
House and its environments. It was a 
brilliant time of west wind, when all 
objects stood out in clear-cut charm of in- 
dividuality. The near-by leaves and grass 
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blades scintillated with boldness, and the 
trees on the far-away slopes showed each 
in its minute exactitude. The light from 
the sea was crude and dazzling, and over 
all roamed a soft, free wind. 

Stephen mounted broodingly through 
the empty, husk-like house, to the ballroom 
at the top. The harpsichord stood dust- 
yellow, and the faded curtains at the windows 
moved feebly as Stephen's slow footfalls 
passed. His was the only shadow cast 
with the busy sunbeams, that seemed to 
dance in silly hope, as if they sought for the 
forms of the past. Echoes of long-ago 
laughter were nothing now, and Stephen 
turned his head to listen to the silence 
vibrate. 

Down the winding stairs went Stephen, 
where wan bits of light flecked the old 
mahogany hand rail, and where the torn 
wall paper rattled at his touch. At the 
foot of the stairs he paused a while, to 
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trace on the tiled floor the form of a woman's 
body, in undulating white. 

At last he passed out into the garden. 
It was utterly neglected by any care of his. 
Thereby Nature's lavishness was freed, 
and she had poured a riot of pale green 
weeds across it. Their grace crowded into 
the places that were barren of flowers; 
hid the broken paths; even creeping in 
charming masses against the gap in the 
old stone wall. Here and there flamed 
a blossom, too sturdy to be overcome. 

Stephen wandered around the comer 
by the bam, to watch descendants of 
Basil's pigeons fluttering about the roofs, 
that were the only live creatures save 
himself now at Brick House. They looked 
down at Stephen with calculating glances, 
wondering if he was come, as on seldom 
occasions, to scatter a little grain. He had 
never tried to conciliate them, deeming it 
hopeless for his awkwardness to attempt 
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it. In consequence the pigeons never for 
him strove to pass the gulf of specie separa- 
tion, that their ancestors' iridescent wings 
had crossed to Basil. These had little trust 
in, and no affection for, man as translated 
by Stephen. 

Slowly Stephen passed on to the cliff 
path which had been his favorite walk 
for years. He was wont to stroll up and 
down with his hands behind him in all 
weathers; or to stand long hours at the 
top of the way to the cave. 

Pausing there now, he gave a wistful 
glance down to the rocks below. Then 
he looked bravely out to the garish waves. 
He knew that earth and sea were no surer 
than Basil's safety. Peaceful completeness 
beat in the sounding surge; and on the 
flowing wind came the rest of God's Inevi- 
tableness. 

Then Stephen saw two figures coming 
toward him by the shore. One was a mian. 
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in the flame of his youth, with bright 
head bent to his slender companion, whose 
dark curls floated in tangling wreaths. 
Their laughter rang fleetly. 

Stephen bent forward to watch them, 
his whole being concentrated and darting 
out of his eyes in groping penetration. 
K it was Basil and Vivian whom he saw, the 
nethermost bitterness of the fact shook 
him with horror. 

As they entered the cave, he threw 
himself down to peer through the rocky 
slit. The girl was sitting with her back 
against a rock, the boy sprawling beside 
her. Could Stephen have heard their 
ensuing conversation, he would have un- 
derstood. 

The two had evidently reached that 
delicious stage of intimacy when they were 
absorbed in telling each other all about 
their past, short lives. 

The girl began, folding her hands on her 
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knees, and smiling up at the lad with her 
nice, honest eyes, 

^'I am an orphan," she said, speaking 
with a slightly foreign accent, "and I 
have always been so lonely, until I found 
Monsieur," 

"You didn't find me," interrupted the 
boy gayly. "I found you. Miss Marie, 
out on the lighthouse point, two weeks 
ago, and I Ve found you all over again pretty 
much every day since, haven't I? Even 
when you had to drag those t.iresome 
brats you take care of along too." 

"Then let Monsieur say that we found 
each other," said the girl softly. 

"All right, but I wish you wouldn't call 
me in that silly foreign fashion; you know 
very well my name is Jack. I was named 
for my mother's father, and he sailed round 
the Horn three times, in his own ship." 

"He must have been a very brave man," 
exclaimed Marie, admirin^y. 
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"He was. And you will never be lonely 
any more, will you?** 

"Never/' she answered, with a sweet, 
shy glance, "now that I have found a 
friend." 

Jack moved impulsively nearer, where- 
upon Marie hastily took up the counter 
interest of her narrative. 

"As I was telling you. Monsieur — Jack, 
I was left an orphan in Paris in the care of 
old Mere Jeanne ; she was a blanchisseuse, 
a laundress, you know, and used to wash 
my mother's beautiful lace petticoats when 
she went to parties. So when my mother 
had to come to America, she gave Mere 
Jeanne some money, and told her to take 
care of me till she returned, but she never 
did. She did not tell Mere Jeanne why 
she was going to America, but we always 
thought it might have been to look for 
my father, for we never knew who he was. 
She must have died over here, for she never 
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wrote, or sent any money, and she would 
have come back for her little girl, for me, 
if she could, wouldn't she ? " 

Marie was so dear in her pathetic belief 
in tjie mother whose tenderness she had 
never known, that Jack hastened to re- 
assure her: 

"Oh ! of course, you can't keep a woman 
from her baby; she must have died/' 

"Yes, of course. Well, then, I grew 
up and worked with Mere Jeanne. But 
she said my people were above menial 
labor, and so she tried every way she could 
to have me educated. Dear Mere Jeanne ! 
she was so poor, so dreadfully poor, you 
understand, but she always gave me the 
best of everything." 

"She must have been an old brick," 
was Jack's comment. 

"She had me taught English, and I 
had a position as nursery governess when 
I was only fifteen, with an English lady. 
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I went to England with her, and afterwards 
was in several English and American 
families. It was always hard work, but 
I was so glad, more glad than I can tell 
you, to be able to help Mere Jeaime, and 
to show her that I was what she had worked 
so hard to make me, I mean, self-supporting 
and not dependent on any one." 

Marie's innocent pride in her own re- 
spectability and power of earning her 
own livelihood completed Jack's delighted 
infatuation. 

"Then last year," continued the girl, 
with a sad droop in her voice, "Mere 
Jeanne caught pneumonia. She was only 
ill a few days. I was with her after the 
first, arid when she died — " Marie 
stopped for a sob. "She is buried in the 
Protestant Cemetery; she was a good 
Protestant, and brought me up to be one 
too." 

The tears were running down Marie's 
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lovely face, and Jack thought her more 
distractingly pretty than ever. He tried 
to stammer consolation, feeling himself 
incoherently clumsy. Marie, in her grief, 
allowed him to come quite close, and even 
to help wipe the tears away, which was a 
most exciting feat. 

"Then after her death what happened ?*' 
asked Jack, at last, craftily hoping that 
further developments might lead to re- 
newed need of consoling. 

But there was little more to tdl. Marie 
had come to America with a family to whom 
she was nursery governess and lady's maid 
combined. Her employers had taken rooms 
for a month in the grand, and very hideous, 
hotel lately erected for siunmer visitors 
near Cranberry Cove. 

Then it was Jack's turn to talk. 

"We have always lived. Mother and I,'* 
he explained, throwing back his handsome 
head, "in a house down by the shore. 
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I went to the banks last year as second 
mate, but I shan't follow the sea any more, 
for a living I mean, because some day 
I am going to be rich. You see, my 
mother's people have owned some of the 
islands out there always, and last year it 
was discovered that there was wonderful 
stone on one of the largest. A company 
from Rockland and Boston is going to 
quarry it, and I am to have a job as one of 
the managers and a share of all the profits. 
It is really a fine business chance. Besides, 
my father's brother, old Mr. Enthome, 
owns all this land along the shore, and that 
big brick house you saw as we came along. 
He is a queer old cuss ; some people think 
he is not right in the head, and I know 
he is awfully mean. He doesn't care a 
bit about his own relations. Why, just 
think. Miss Mary, he has taken no more 
notice of mother and me all these years 
than as if we didn't live, and mother says 
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she believes he hardly knows we do. I 
don^t dare to come even to this cave 
usually, but to-day I was so anxious to 
hide you away all to myself. No matter 
what Uncle Enthome feels, though, he 
won't leave Brick House and the land away 
from me, because I am his next of kin. So, 
by and by, I shall have the fine old home 
for — my wife." 

As he said the last word, the two young 
things fluttered like nesting birds. 

Jack was the first to recover himself. 

"Will you meet me here again to- 
morrow?" he demanded greedily. 

"Oh ! no," answered the girl hastily. 
"I shall not have another afternoon for 
a week." 

"Well, then, a week from to-day, and you 
must come to our house and have tea with 
us afterward, will you, Mary dear? Will 
you, if mother writes you a letter and asks 
you; there now !" 
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"Why, yes, if you really think she would 
like to have me," faltered Marie, 

"I know she will love you," insisted 
Jack, "you have been so brave, and worked 
so hard." 

"I hope she will," murmured Marie, 
with a soft, beautiful blush. 

"I shall see you every day, in between, 
remember," declared Jack, gallantly. 

Stephen saw them separate by the mouth 
of the cave; saw them go their diflFerent 
ways along the rocks; saw the girl turn 
at the comer of the beach to wave a farewell 
to the watching boy; heard him shout: 
"To-morrow;" heard her echo: "To- 



morrow." 
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CHAPTER XVra 

During the next few days Stephen tried 
to force his bewildered and horrified brain 
to some logical conclusion. He knew that 
of late he had had many strange vagaries 
and fancies, and that at times he could 
not quite regulate the sequence of his 
thoughts. He had deliberately sought to 
re-create Basil in his heart for so long that 
perhaps he had unconsciously done so 
before his actual eyes. It was quite possible, 
he realized shudderingly, that the represen- 
tations of Basil and Vivian were merely 
hallucinations. The idea was suflSciently 
terrifying, and if it were true, he would 
fear himself and his own lack of control. 
But even that fact would be far preferable 
to the proof that Basil and Vivian were 
still alive; still about to sin. That would 
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be more than God in all His glory would 
dare to lay upon His creature. Stephen 
clung madly to the thought of God's 
justice. He did not ask mercy; he 
demanded justice. 

Yet he could not dis3uade himself of 
the fact that Basil and Vivian were really 
revivified. 

Then another problem reached him 
torturingly. If Basil and Vivian were 
indeed still at the threshold of their lives, 
was it possible for him again to redeem 
his brother? Cbuld a man sell his soul 
twice. Was there any price in the heights 
of Heaven, or the bottoms under the earth, 
for such a twice told commodity? 

After agonized hours of winding thought, 
Stephen decided that he must have more 
opportunities for judging. They lay ready, 
for had he not heard that those two, be 
they phantoms or bone and blood, were to 
meet again in the old cave ? 
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On the appointed afternoon, Stephen, 
lying prone, watched the two graceful, 
vigorous forms enter the cave. 

How glad they were to be there; Marie 
in her neat, white dress, with her basket 
of work in her hand; Jack with a flaming 
tie, of which he strove not to appear 
conscious. 

The moment for which both had longed 
all day, in secret, through the burden and 
heat of hindering occupations, had come. 
They were together, and alone. They 
stanmiered, they knew not what, incoherent 
words of welcome, and laughed foolishly, 
blissfully. It seemed as if they could 
never gaze their fill at each other. At 
first, the mere, primitive fact of the other's 
presence, was enough for each. Marie's 
sweet face was raised to Jack's, and her 
lips were parted by the happy pants that 
hurried from her innocently bounding heart. 
Jack made a futile effort to tell her how 
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pretty she was, but became absorbed in 
gazing into her clear, truthful eyes, and 
forgot what he was saying. 

The soft song of the sea swang through 
the cave. From the rocks before the 
opening, stretched the glinting waves, 
sweeping through tiie curves of cuddling 
islands. Little, cool puflFs of air wandered 
errantly to crisp Marie's curls. 

Then came a strange period, when they 
dared not look in one another's faces, an 
enthralling embarrassment held them. 
They became silent, alarmed, with an 
alarm of exquisite vagueness. 

Jack moved closer to the quivering girl. 

"Take oflF your hat,'' he whispered. 

Marie's head only dropped the lower. 

Her shyness made the boy bold, and in 
deliberate trial for mastery he put out an 
arrogant hand. Gently he lifted her hat 
and gave a little cry. 

"I did not know you had such hair!" 
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Stephen, on the rocks above, turned to 
the bright surrounding world, with eyes 
that saw only blackness. He had no 
longer any doubts. He felt sure that 
Basil and Vivian, in the flesh, were there 
beneath his feet; that again conquering 
temptation was about to enslave his boy. 

Yet how in the proceedings of the justice 
which held eternal balance was such a 
thing possible. Had he not always been 
ready to pay the price of the game he had 
played with Omnipotence. The God who 
could read all hearts must know his] and its 
steadfastness. Stephen had considered his 
paying as an inevitable finality, and he had 
therefore believed that to God it was com- 
pensatory. Now, what did anything mean? 

Again Stephen bent to look. Jack had 
put his arm about his love and drawn her 
close to his heart. 

"You will be my own; my wife,*' he 
said in a low, strong voice. 
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The girl still bore herself tensely, but 
gradually his burning looks turned all her 
opposition to liquid ecstasy in her veins. 
She yielded herself, with a little sob, and 
he pressed his hot mouth to hers. The 
rapture of the first kiss wove their two 
breaths into one aigh. 

Stephen started to his feet, throwing his 
arms about his head. 

All hope was over; the unbearable was 
achieved. His sacrifice had not been ac- 
cepted, but was useless and withered. 
Basil was lost. 

God had played him false. 

Then in another instant his foot had 
slipped, and with a wailing cry he fell a few 
feet downward among the rocks. 

The cry reached the lovers below him. 
Jack started to his feet. 

"Something is the matter,'' he exclaimed. 
"Some one is hurt. Wait here and I'll go 
and see." 
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He dashed out of the cave, and hurried 
up the rocky path, to find Stephen just 
struggKng to his feet. 

"Why! it is my poor old uncle,*' he cried. 
"What has happened?" 

He bent to slip his strong arm about the 
older man, and assisted him to rise. 

"Don't you know me, sir?" he asked 
gently. "I am Jack Enthome." 

Stephen turned to rest against the boy's 
warm shoulder, with sudden comfort. 
Basil's son, or Basil's ghost, what mattered 
what revelation of his love should come. 
A wonderful flash of light was illumin-- 
ing Stephen's understanding: where love 
rests her lovely feet, there fear cannot 
come. The nervous horrors of his own 
fancying could not but resolve themselves 
into peaceful wonderments; for even if 
they existed, their power for evil was 
null. 

Stephen's bewilderment cleared into 
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straitest recognition. He gave a great, 
glad sob. 

"You — it's only you/' he stammered. 

"Sure," said Jack, gayly, much relieved 
to find that his uncle was apparently glad 
to see him. "Let me help you up to the 
top." 

By the time he had done so, Marie, who 
of course had not obeyed Jack's injunction 
to remain inert, came scrambling up to 
join them. At sight of her, Stephen's 
perplexity returned. 

"Who is that?" he whispered. 

Jack squared his shoulders with boyish 
pride. 

"That," he said, "is the dear girl whom 
I am going to marry. Her name is Mary. 
But are you hurt. Uncle ? Did you fall ?" 

"Yes, I must have fallen," said Stephen, 
vaguely, "but I am not hurt." 

In tmith he was not conscious of any dis- 
comfort of body or mind. He could only 
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look with almost puerile delight at the two 
brfore him. 

Basil was safe, and this was his son, 
good and happy and about to many a 
good girl. 

"Everything is all right; everything is 
all right," Stephen kept murmuring over 
and over. 

Upon other kind inquiries and oflFers 
from Jack, in which Marie shyly joined, he 
answered that he was entirely able to go 
quietly home alone. 

The youjig people were quite ready to be 
reassured. They had done their best for 
him, but were far too absorbed in themselves 
not to be thankful to leave him and wander 
away down the path to the village. 

For them the peaceful shimmer of the 
sunset bloom, the fresh perfume of the sea. 
For them the walk through the fields, 
where meadow-sweet grew in pearly clumps, 
and wild roses rioted; where swallows 
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darted in low swirls, and white-throated 
sparrows sang from the hills. For them 
the legitimate delights of shy caresses, and 
gentle words of love. For them the home- 
coming under the stars. 

Stephen went slowly back to Brick House. 
For hours that night he sat in the soft, 
summer dark, by his open window, too 
happy to sleep. 

The change of his entire point of view 
had been absolutely sudden, almost in- 
stantaneous. But it was not unnatural, for 
he had held to the good, as he had ujider- 
stood it, in humble patience, all his life, 
and had thereby prepared himself to accept 
the teachings of all facets of its glory. 

Everything was indeed all right; the 
stem bitterness of his lot was gone. 

God had done all things well, so much 
better than he could have done himself. 
How had he dared to impiously think of 
interfering, where no interference was neces- 
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sary, with the workings of perfect harmony 
and mercy. 

Suddenly he realized that even if Basil 
and Vivian had lived and sinned, even 
then, God would have brought good out 
of evil. More, he believed now that no 
price would be demanded of him, in the 
future life, for the deed he had done in 
love ; or rather if it were, he would not mind. 
That was the solution, the solution of his 
own particular problem, and of all despairs 
and complexities of life and death: just 
the simple fact that God's love was so great 
that it swallowed up all else; His own 
Justice among the rest. 

The next day Cranberry Cove was edi- 
fied to see Stephen Enthome walking 
down its main street to his sister-in-law's 
house. He had to inquire his way, for 
although he knew its general direction, 
he was not sure which it was, of the houses 
nearest the shore. 
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He did not have a very hearty welcome. 
Mrs. Enthome felt that she had no reason 
to expect anything of good from her hus- 
band's brother, and so met him in an un- 
condliatory mood. To her great siirprise, 
however, she realized how like to Basil's 
softness was the expression around the 
elder man's mouth, and how sweet the 
keenness of his eyes. 

Stephen Enthome, quite unknowingly 
to himself, had, by long years of self- 
sacrifice lovingly borne, gradually softened 
his heart to receive whatever crop of 
affection might come to him. The help 
he had tried to give came homing now to 
his own soul. With scarcely an effort, 
he dropped his old shell of reserve, and 
joyed in basking in the dear warmth and 
light of companionship. 

His method to-day of doing a kindness 
was as direct and incisive as his manner of 
repelling one had ever been. 
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In half on hour^jB conversation, lie had 
made amazing overtures. 

As a consequence, in a month's time. 
Jack brou^t Ms bride to live at Brick 
House. Stephen was wistfuUy anxious not 
to be in the young people's way. In 
truth they became so fond of him that a 
more congenial housdioM could not be 
found in Cranberry Cove. 

So Basil's son, and Vivian's daughter 
though unrecognized as such, lived and 
loved in old Brick House, with a future 
before them of prosperity and us^ulness. 

So, by diverse ways, Stephen Enthbme 
came to his peace. 

So always there is youth and joy, and 
from sin and sorrow and death springs 
vivifying beauty, which is love. 

What matters it where the bee falls. 
Myriad others take his place in the work. 
The whirl of perfume and fruition and 
waxen light does not falter. The creamy 
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walls still rise about the sheltered heart 
of his home, and the love song still soars 
through the gold of the blossoming hours. 
The life of the hive goes on. The god of 
the bees is the future. 



THE END 
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